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CHARLES RALPH 


T[FAIIOR эв 2 hard word, but he 
deserved ıt A soldier of the 
Queen he deserted his hard-pressed 
comades and went over to the 
enemy Гог ten years, while the war 
lasted, he faced the certamty of 
bullet or noose if he was captured 
For а long tme afterwards 1t was 
believed that he killed a senior Bri- 
Ash officer m battle Yet he died an 
old age, and m the odour of sanctity. 
‘The tale opens in a camp of British 
regulars m Taranaki, New Zealand, 
Just ешіму-сеһі years ago ths 
month А camp, X said—but ot was 
more like a beach-head. Under the 
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The brown men and the white mcn both 
sought the red mam; but he beat them, 


RAITOR DIED IN 


HONOUR 


tall, near-perfect peak of Egmont the 
bush was full of Maori warriors of 
а new and deadly kind. They were 
Heu Haus—bloodthirsty, canmibalistte 
fanatics of а creed that owed nothing, 
to the ancient Maori chivalry, Тһе 
regulars, with their red coats and 
pape-clayed gem, marched up and 
down the sparse 1euds and along the 
open beaches, but where there was 
cover of any kind the Hau Haus ruled 
supreme 

In these nove-wincklug circum- 
stances n rourt-muullal ant іп Taran- 
akl camp The шішіесі man was а 
private not lng Joed ~ a talhsh, 


thickset man of dark, aguihme feat- 
ures and sullen eyes Тһе cbarse was 
Insubordination. 

"The scnior officer of the court, and 
dis president, was Lacutenant-Colonel 
Haszard of the Fifty-Seventh Foot 

"He hstened with M-concealed bore- 
dom to the evidence riven by the 
red-faced sergeant and duty officer, 
to the pleas of the prisoner's ad- 
vocate The man's eyes troubled 
hum 

"Private Bent" said the Coloncl 
"Ah—anythmg to say, man? Your 
only chance, you know” 

Bents vore had a sharp паза 
twang — "Nothmg—except thet it's а 
tissue of hes" 

"Mm" The Colonel noted the ас- 
cent, noted also the carefully omitted 
"fue" "Are you, a Bribsh subject” 

The prisoner's ips twisted “I was 
born in Eastport, Mame My mother 
was a halfbreed Indian of the Mus- 
quar tribe Y guess that makes me 
American But I came here m a 
whaler, and I enllsted of шу own 
free will I didn’t enlist into slavery” 

The Colonel shrugged, slanced at 
hus confreres. 

"Case proven,” he sad evenly 
"The accused 25 sentenced to twenty- 
five lashes, thence to return to duty. 
"The Court will adjourn” 

"The sentence was not uncommonly 
severe for those days of йй dis- 
ciphne and somewhat barbarie cruelty 
—but it wasn't easy to take The 
followmg day the garrison wes 
paraded to witness the punishment 
Та meticulous lmes the redcoats 
formed up with ordered arms m @ 
hollow square In the middle was the 
dreaded trangle, to which Bent was 
lashed by wrists and ankles Тһе 
cst o' mine tails was the old Royal 
Nevy instrument of torture come 
ashore—a wicked nine-thronged whip 
the ends of which were bound with 
wire, 


Kimble Bent had the benefit of 
two things before the ordeal started 
Опе was a long draught of rum, the 
other а stxpenny piece m heu of А 
bullet to bite on Аз the drum-rolt 
ended, the burly punisbment corporal 
begen to lay ж on 

The prisoner took 1t without flmch- 
ing His mde would heal, but— 
“Twenty-five ashes, thence to return 
to duty,” the Colonel bad said I 
was a hard way out, but the only 
way 

He was still conscious when thev 
cut hum down Не had a jew hours 
to recuperate, then back to duty 
Until then he was a free man Free! 
No chance for desertion here, with 
the Hau Haus all around Ошу а 
madman would try it 

A madman did Не was Kumble 
Bent Unarmed and without shako 
or uniform jacket, he walked straight 
oul inte cnemy territory 

The Hau Hau scout who saw hum 
must have thought he was стату На 
circled hm twice each time raising 
his tupara (double-barreled shotgun} 
to blow the insolent pakeha apart. 
Bent walked on — Finally the Maor 
perhaps curious, perhaps believing 
that madmen have а special affinity 
with God, took him prisoner Bent 
offered no resistance 

There a long dispute took place as 
io his ultimate fate Kimble Bent 
jomed m hetedly, argumg that he 
was not quite a while man, not quite 
a presoner, and that he wantes 
merely to Jom the tube 

The chief made а typicelly Maorl 
denson Kimble Bent could ste, 
provided he married a woman of 
the chief's own cboosme Leveled 
shotguns enforced the ruhnr Тһе 
elneftan’s choice was a fantastically 
ugly ви, lumpy, one-eyed and 
greasy-looking—a slave-woman no- 
body wanted But he had gone too 
far io pause now. 
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ALAN DICK of the London 
Daily Herald took the 
lamour out of the beauty 
business when he asked а 
lavely why she wanted to be 
chosen as The Bikini Girl 
“The money," she sud 
"Why?" he esked 
“New curtams," 
Bikmni Girl. 


Sud the 


His position was an amazing one, 
indeed The Hau Hau cult was a land 
of perverted blend of Christianity and 
violent Maori nationelisra, pledged 
to drive the white man mto the sea 

The Hau Haus were fanaties and 
cannibals, eatmg the eyes, hearts and 
entrads of slain foes on the theory 
that by боши so they paned in 
courage Thar wsr-dence wes de- 
Simed to work them up mto а mad 
frenzy, following which they would 
hurl themselves into hatile with com 
plete disregard for thew own lives 
Then conduct showed no resemblance 
to that of the traditions] Schinz 
Maori who took prisoners and spared 
the wounded They fought scream- 
ang "Hau! Hau" in a high-pitched 
hark, bchevmg that if they shouted 


loudly enough no bullet could touch 
them 


To many of these warriors Kimble 
Bent was к white man, and thus 
an enemy, There was never any 
Eumanice that, ın the middle of = 
wild “haka,” the whole trike would 
not descend upon him, pluck out his 
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eyes, and tear his heart from his 
body 

At the same tmt, hus whereabouts 
soon became known to the British 
forces and their Maori alles, A 
bounty was placed on hus head White 
men and brown strove to find him, 
to remove this smele evidence of 
treachery From beng the hunteis, 
this particular band of Heu Haus of- 
ten found themselves Шесіши from 
forces of vengeful redeoats, from 
Maori warnors led by the resource- 
ful Major Kemp, and from the for- 
mıdahle Forest Rangers led by Major 
von Tempsky. 

But Bent lived Indeed, he con- 
trived £ romantic mterlude ав dram- 
пас and trare аз any of the classic 
operas Somewhere along the bush 
tracks of a retreat his first wife died 
Не had won Ше way to full Maori 
status hy this time, and was allowed 
to choose his own women Kimble 
Bent set bus mark hurh—the daugh- 
of a chief, no less. 

How Kimble Bent won her is not 
known, but wm her he did. Then 
tragedy stepped in There was a 
child, but Фей, perbeps of priva- 
ton Later she, too, passed away. 
Kimble Bent never quite recovered 
from his loss - 


Then came the incident which was 
to send his enemies after him with 
redoubled fury Years passed, and 
the war rolled on without any clear 
indieation as to whether Kumble Bent 
was actively engaged m fightmg the 
British forces One day, on the long 
slope of а nameless battlefield, the 
answer seemed to he given, 


The hill wes topped by а Maor 
pa—a {пре palisade of treetrunks 
through the сгескв of which the Hau 
Haus Кері up а devastatine fire on 
the attacking redcoats Leading his 
battalion, Lieutenant-Colonel Has- 
zard, the officer who had presided at 


Bente court-marüs) charged to- 
wards the defences He was close to 
the mahsades when a musket-bali 
k hun down 

e "pr" el et Inst Prisoners 
were iken, thouzh most of the de- 
fenders, вв usual, shpped away in 
darkness It was known then that 
Bent had been m the "pa" at the tme 
of the attack A whisper went 
around Soldiers swore they remem- 
Бегей а wild-eyed, bearded figure, 
stripped ike the Меог to а kilt but 
lighter then they were m skin-colour, 
screaming defiance and firmg from the 
mfiv-mts More than опа man be- 
lieved they had seen Bent fire the 
shot which killed ther eoloncl—the 
vengeance shot! 

“Get Bent!" was the cry 
the traitor up" 

But, m fact, they never did get hm 
How close they came only Bent 
could tell, and he kept his own coun- 
sel until the last The years went by, 
the Han Haus were crushed, the 
usual treaties were sumed, and the 
whole country settled mio an un- 
easy pesce Kimble Bent was for- 
rotten, His bitterest enemies died or 
went back to Envlmd The others 
thought that somewhere m the ten- 
year campaign Bent himself had 
fallen 

And then, well mto the twentieth 
century, he was found agan—an old, 


“Strung 


erey-bearded man, dressed ss а 
Maorı but wearme no tattoo 80 
long had he been a tribesman that 
he had almost forgotten his native 
tongue And he had prospered He 
was revered as ^ “tohunga” (pricst), 
sreatly skilled in в kind of bush 
medicme which wes a blend of Maor! 
herbal remedies and the sort of treat- 
ments a man might learn ss à young 
sailor bond an American whaler 
"They held a full matry on Kimble 
Beni—snd they could produce по 
shred of evidence that he had ever 
raised = weapon sgamst the white 
men He denied st Виле, end every 
Maor witness they could produce 
backed hun ‘The affidavits concern- 
my the death of Colonel Haszard 
were of incidents seen dimly in the 
heat of battle, and the men who made 
them were beyond cross-examination 
All charges were dismissed. The 
matter of deserhon—well he was а 
trifle over army age by that time 
So Kimble Bent lived out bus days 
ss а pekeha Maori His mana, or 
personal prestige, grew with hus age 
Tt was sud that he could wish в man 
to death, without benefit of bone- 
pomtn#—a trick it was as well he 
had not learned fifty years carher 
When at last he died he had seen 
what to him must have seemed the 
1mpossible—-Manor: and pekeha march- 
ing off to fight for the British Kung 
at баййроһ and xn France 
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the judge had to order 


EDWARD ANDREWS 


The dance at the village imn was a hi 


after the ball, 


ТЕ village dance at the Tyburn Inn, 
Erdinrton, was д happy-go-lucky 
affa Couples slipped off the dance 
Es drmk heady country ale m 
e tap room, others wa 
the dark fields pet ча 
Tt was the uninhibited year of 1817 
There were some who disapproved, 
of course Wilbam Bedford, the local 
landowner and magistrate, believed 
this sort of gaiety prevented the 
labouring classes from dome a pood 
day's work next mormnr, And Dr. 
d m of Dudley parish, 
к his head 5; я 
Ег 
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appy-ro-Iueky altair, but 


A country belle was lifeless jn s water-hole. 


Mary Ashford enjoyed herself 1 
Heo EU RES REOR 
She had a new dress and she knew 
she was the belle of the ball. In 
particular, she knew that Abraham 
Thornton was looking at her 

Thornton, the big, geod-lookme son 
of а prosperous builder, was the local 
Lothario, Gurls семе and blushed 
when he spoke to them and whispered 
to each other about hie dreadful 
Ec as в seducer, 

ornton himself was attracte 

Mary's fresh prettmess A Шы” 
downed one ог two more pots of ale 
he whispered fo an admiring crony 


“That Ashford girl is Ше one, Ive 
ері with her sister three times and 
Fin gome io sleep with her.” 

He danced attention on her the 
rest of the night and walked home 
with her when the dance ended. 


"Thornton was а widely-experienced 
lover, Mery was а simple country 
Жі. Inevitably they walked aside 
into the ficlds. 

The couple were seen walkmg 10- 
wether to the house where Mary 
Changed ber clothes Mary, alone, 
was seen an hour later hurrymg 
across the fields to work 

There was no sym of het escort 
With a flurry of skuts she seurried 
out and beyond the hedges. The 
morning must closed round her and 
she disappeared 

Two hours leer, Mary's body was 
found m a lonely water-hole Whether 
she fell m the pool while washing 
herself or whether she deliberately 
drowned herself m remorse for her 
lost chastity has never been cleared 


up. 

Put Magistrate Bedford had his own. 
views In those days England had 
no police force and magistrates had 
the duty of clearing up crimes m 
their areas. 

Bedford, selfamportant and carnest, 
sef to work and triumphantly found 
some footmarks m a feld near the 
body. 

On fhat slender foundation Бе built 
up a charge of murder against Thorn- 
ton The hbertme bad lam m walt 
for Mary, chased her around the 
fields, ravished her and thrown her 
in the water hole, Mr Bedford in- 
sisted, 

Bedford's theory left а good many 
things unexplamed 

Why, for mstance, should Thornton 
таре and kill a ви who had slept 
with him willingly а few hours 
before? 

And how couid Thornton chase, 


rape and КШ а вий, hide her body, 
then run two and a quarter miles 
sli ın 10 minutes? 

Mr. Justico Holroyd carefully pomt- 
ed out this weakness when Thornton 
was tued at Warwick Assizes The 
jury found Thornton mot quilty. 

The verdict created а sensation. 
Propagandısts, led by Magistrate Bed- 
ford, created a wave of hate against 
Thornton. 

Rey Di Booker preached on Mary's 
fate m his parish church Не puh- 
lished a pamphlet, “Morel Review of 
the Conduet and Case of Mary Ash- 
ford." 

А. tombstone was erected over her 
prave Бу publie subscription and Dr 
Booker composed the epitaph 


Аза warning io Female Virtue 
and а bumble monument to 
Female Chastity 
Thus sione marks the grave of 
MARY ASHFORD 
Who m the 20th year of her age 
haying incauliously repaired 
to a Scene of Amusement 
without proper protection 
was brutally violated and murdered 
on the 27th May, 1817. 

Even the London Times referred to 
the “unappeased sense of public Jus- 
tice." Dozens of pamphlets and broad- 
sheets were printed on the case Most 
of them attacked Thornton and sad 
openly that he should have been. 

hanged. 

Bedford's lawyers, poring through 
ancient volumes, discovered a method 
of putting Thornton on trial a second 
time—an ancient procedure called an 
appeal of murder 

Таке most old laws, this procedure 
was once founded on common sense 
Medieval barons often influenced 
court cases by sending their armed 
yetamers (о the tral town to mtmi- 
date Juries. 

The appeal of murder was 4 avl 
action which could be brought before 
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Now here's a hint for every 

mole 

Who at о cocktoil porty likes 
to natter— 

However flat your canversa- 
tion is 

The women like to have it 
flotter! 

Pd like to lay the world ot 
your feet 

For you l'd go through fire 
and water uncomplaining. 

1 can scarcely live without 
you, sweet— 

РИ coll on you to-night, If It 
isn't ralning 


the King’s justices, by the vietnn's 
mext-of-kin, If the kinsman won this 
сазе he could demand the death 
penalty 

Bedford, acting through Mary's 
brother, Wiliam, had Thornton ar- 
rested on this unusual charge—1t had 
not been used for more than 100 years, 

"The arrest besan a new round of 
discussion, Should the law protect 
the principle of private vengeance? 
Was at right to try а man a second 
lime for the one charge? 

Thornton’s lawyers did not још m 
the argument. They spent their time 
diving into old hooks on appeal of 
murder. 

When Thornton was charged before 
the full court of the King’s Bench he 
was asked how he pleaded 

Не stood up m court and said 
clearly: "Not guilty and I am ready 
to defend the same with my body" 

At the seme time he threw a glove 
on the floor of the court, (It struck 
Willam Ashford on the heed as it 
fell) 
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The Lord Chief Justice, Lord Ellen- 
borowzh, sat up abruptly, The other 
Justices forgot ther judicial calm and 
leaned forward. ‘This was the first 
time m 200 years a defendant had 
claimed the ancient right to iry hus 
guilt in battle with the accuser, 

Thornton's lawyer tmumphantly ex- 
plained the plea. Trial by battle had 
beon abolished centuries before m 
most cases But the appeal of murder 
procedure, even then, wes so out- 
dated that it had been overlooked. 

Thornton had а clear гїї to estab- 
lsh his innocence by йш William 
Ashford with swords or battle-axes 

This form of trial, widely used in 
the Middle Ages, rested on the belief 
that God would pive victory to the 
annocent party. 

Ashford's lawyer protested volubly, 
Should а man charged with murders 
ang а sister be permitted to prove his 
innocence by murdering the brother 
as well, he demanded, 

Lord Ellenborough (he did not ap- 
prove of trying a man a second fime) 
interrupted. "Nay, it 15 the taw of 
Enyland. We must not call it mur- 
der.” 

The case лидей on throurb weeks 
of argument Lawyers quoted statutes 
and comments going back to 1154 AD, 

‘There had been по setual combat 
since the Middle Ages, but once, in 
the time of Charles 1, two litigants 
had gone far enough to arrange the 
tme and place of them battle 

King Charles promptly threw them 
both in prison until thew tempers 
cooled. 

The ease was argued dehghtedly in 
lawyers rooms, clubs and im the 
press. What weapons were allow- 
able? Could Thornton snd Ashford 
use pistols? Or must they stick ta 
medieval weapons? If one died, could 
the other be charged with murder? 

Ashford's lawyers found а last toop- 


Е. Where murderers had been 
caught red-handed they lost the тігім 
of trial by battle They argued that 
(Ба prosecution’s case was strong 

| pnough to make this rule apply. 

Lord Ellenborough would noi give 
аты law of the land allows wager 
of battle,” he said. "It xs our duty 


to pronounce the law as 16 15, not 28 
we may wish it, Whetever prejudice 
may Justifiably exist sgmmnst this 
mode of tral, the court must pro- 
nounce judgment for it." 

“Таш was the end and Bedford 
knew it 


Thornton was a big, powerful man 
and Will Ashford was a slight, 
weakly-built youth There could be 
only one outcome, 


On April 20, 1415, Ashford formally 
refused to accept battle and Thorn- 
ton was discharged, 


On the same day the Attorney- 
Gencral announced in the House of 
Commons that a new Bill was being 
prepared to abohsh appeal of murder 
—end trial by battle 


There would be no making the 
same mistake twice, 
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Perhaps it was the Japanese idea of honour 
at all events the gods ordained that they die. 


(ШЕ day, nearly ien years ago, two 
or three thousand Japanese soi- 

diers died That was not a sterling 
fact It was the manner of them 
death, and the place in which they 
re. which caused so much comment 
af е Зли ie 
2t the tame, and so much speculation 

There ıs a bll facing the Ман 
Valley, behind the New Guinea eed 
of Lee It is called Mount Lunamen, 
and is rouzhly about half а mule long. 
The hil itself is a veritable honey- 
comb of tunnels, man-burrows dug 
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MARIE HEALY 


into the earth, and comparatively 
ensy to defend from attackers m the 
valley below. At least that must have 
been what the Japanese thought when 
they fortified the tunnels and used 
them as bases No one js quite sure 
of the uses of the tunnels, Some 
rumours hold that there was a hos- 
pital base there Others say that the 
Jeps stored valuable equipment 
there. There were a few prisoners 
there too, whypered the suggestive 


Voice of speculation, Australians and 
Americans! 


‘At any rate, whatever the secrets 
the caverns hold, it ls certun that 
Ше Jepanese used them for bases for 

facies upon the Lae aerodrome after 
the Allies had recaptured the town 
As the АШей planes came m to land 
the Japanese would fire on the drome, 
and dart back into the security of the 

И aves before any retaliation could 


be made 
" You will say that the situation does 


pot look a very difficult ono The 
Japs were entrenched, but surroun- 
ded Thc Allies could bardly blaat 
the entire lil to pieces, but they 
could prevent the Japs from leaving 
their stronghold and sooner or later 
they would have to surrender 

But when they were called upon 
to surrender there was only a stony 
silence. Days went past, and the 
messenger who had gone to deliver 
the ultimatum did not return А 
second messenger voluntecred to en- 
der the caves and тує those thous- 
ands of Japanese а lest chance to 
hye Не did not come back 

There could be only one answer to 
the mserutable sflence of the litle 
yellow men, Bull-dozers, working 
at might, broke down the entrances 
and venis to the tunnel, and for a 
depth of twenty to thirty feet back, 
воћа carth sealed off the caves 

Whatever the gods to which the 
yellow men pray, however great their 
Ides of the worth of the exalted form 
of death, Вамеки that плен must 
have been one which sorely tested 
ther faith before they died 

Those nre the facts! What ls left 
is only speculation! How did they 
die? How many of our own men, 
apart from the unfortunate messen- 
gers, died with them? Why did they 
not surrender? Surely some of them 
would have preferred a few years 
in a prison camp, and then Ше agam. 
But instead, they chose a death which 


must have been appelling m its hor- 
тог Not the quick death they could 
expect from a mile bullet, but the 
Imgering torture of being smothered 
to death from lack of oxygen It was 
а sort of Black-Hole of Calcutta on 
а grander seêle 

Perhaps И was the Japanese iden 
of honour (end hfe without honour 
would be unendurable), which m- 
fiuenced their grm choice, Just as the 
Вик soldier ın China died rather 
than kneel and worship publicly be- 
fore s heathen idol, and the Roman 
martyrs chose death ın the lions pit 
rather than дус up thew new-found 
religion, so the Japanere chose their 
honour The rods ordamed that they 
must die They accepted the edict of 
the zods 

The custom of bari-ktrn ог "hon- 
ourable suicide,” really consists of 
a ceremonial disembowellng. Н is 
almost as ancient as Japan itself, 
beme ormnally mstituied by the 
samurai, or muhtary class, when they 
had no choice but to die 

Few Japanese officers were ever 
taken prisoner—unless unconscious ог 
badly wounded When shot down 
from planes in the Расте, they in- 
variably refused hie Imes thrown to 
them from enemy vessels 

Traditionally harı-kiri ı8 earned out 
with fortitude and formality. No 
other custom of the Japanese shows 
more clearly the difference between 
thelr outlook on Ше-ог death—and 
ows 

Віла obedience 1 merained into 
their natures ‘They have по tiought 
other than to obey—their gods, ther 
code and ther supenors Conse- 
quently, most of them can meet the 
necessity for self-destruction with 
complete composure, 

One can only imagine the fearful 
horrors of the day and night after the 
sealing of the caves Some must 
haye drawn them swords immediately 
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Hush, gardeners! Men- 
churian lotus seeds 1,000 years 
old have sprouted under the 
Erecn fingers of Chiceyo Um- 
versity's Dr, Willard Е. Libby. 
And Dr. Libby's discovery is 
hable to eause some heated 
diseussion m botanic eireles, 
As it had previously been 
held by experts that no seed 
could retain life for more 
than 180 years This thesis 


has — before Ог. Libby ~- been. 
disputed only once .., when 


a French botanist collected 
seeds from the Pyramids of 
Exypt and persuaded them io 
flourish under the delusion 
thet they were thousands of 
years old Tt was only later 
learned that the Pyramids had 
been botanically “salted” The 
sueds had been fresh picked 
from the plant and deposited 
ın the Pyramids by the Exyp- 
han felzhm with their usual 
astute chicanery. 


and gone with honour to their deaths 
For they must all have realised that 
there could be no hope of any of 
them survivmg the ordeal ‘That 
fact they must have discussed and 
accepted before they refused to sur- 
render But of all those hundreds 
there must have been some among 
them who clung to the last shreds of 
hope, until they too were choked into 
oblivion Апа they could not all 
have remained sane while their com- 
patriots died around them, with death 
stalling them so imperceptibly, yet 
зо inexorably. 

And perhaps there were others, who 
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did not intend to die without а last 
effort at retaliation, We don't know 
Just what les m that vast tomb, but 
to support several thousand refugees, 
there must have been a good deal of 
caupment Docs it still he there, 
rusting, among the bones of the men 
who once used ıt? Or did they des- 
troy everything before they died? Or 
Perhaps wie the machinery, mme 
the tunnels, set booby traps to the 
bodies of their dead comrades m a 
Эриң of macabre revenge, 

So they must have died Perhaps 
they poisoned the ebbing supply of 


$m with a last cigarette in the ghast-.. 


ly shadows of (һеш tomb. We shall 
never know. 

Equipment worth thousends of 
pounds, twisted wreckage, rotting 
bodies, only small dises of metal left 
as clues to the identity of the heaps 
et bones which hiter the cave floors 
X will not be long now before the 
caves will Бе re-opened, and much 
of the speculation will become fact 
Now that the Jepsnese Pesce Treaty 
25 finally signed, Army permission has 
been given to open the sealed pas- 
sages 

And the fates which laugh so 
heartily at the poor shurglms mor- 
tals they dangle Ike puppets from а 
string, heve a strange quirk of hue 
mour in thew make-up, for they or- 
damed that this jmtentic tomb should 
ba sold for the sum of one Australian 
guinea Such is the price of death! 

The man who bought the tomb із 
а gold mmer who travelled fn 1946 
to New Gunea with а view to buy- 
mg mining machmery there, On the 
ship he made the aequamtunce of an 
Army Disposals Officer on his way (о 
New Guinea for a sale of unwanted 
army material In the course of a 
chet the mimer learned of the Mount 
Lunamen stronghold, and when the 
Army man sad, “What'll you give for 
1?” he laughed and offered a gumea. 


Бо, for that price, the stronghold 
Changed hands, and an Austrahan 
Wold-muner found himself the posses- 
sor of the salvaze richts of onc of the 
озі amezmg tombs which has ever 
Ж lovred the history of the world 
To = friend, he sold a Вай share 
T hu weird purchase The two men 
Pook thar reccmi, and the sale was 
Written up m quite a few newspapers 
and then pushed into the backround 
by the morc momentous news of the 
war Until the sıenmg of the Peace 
Treaty, nothing could be done, «nd 
dor the most part, nobody has thought 
very much about the subject But 
how ıt ıs coming up azan Within 2 
few months the sealed entrances and 
vents will be opened, and the mystery 
of just what does Пе m the tunnels 
will be revesled 


Identification discs will tell us 


whether there were any Allied pris- 
oners an that fatal place, and Japan- 
sse dises will tally the number of 
Japanese dead We will know 
whether the poor wretches ded by 
thew own hand, or slowly asmhpu- 
ated We will be able to find out 
for just what purpose the tunnels 
were used That ıs, we will be able 
to tell all these things 1f tha Japanese 
did not apply а scorched earth poliey 
and destroyed what they could 

There will be a few formalities to 
be gone through before the two men 
can open up the caves, and then the 
stage will be set to write the ending 
to one of the strangest stones of 
either history or fiction, Will they 
find a vast treasure trove of valuable 
equipment and machmery, or will the 
fates laugh yet again and provide а 
final unexpected seque] to the drama? 
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The gang sat under the old apple tree and drank 


whisky; strangely they 


AMERICA’S FIRST 


FRANK 


E Scots had been biting а ball 
and chasiny ıt for nearly five hun- 
dred years before the disease spread 
across the Atlantic In fact, st was 
a cold, crisp morning ш February, 
1885, before the first game of golf was 
played on American son 
The father of the game wes one 
John Reid, who mwited some friends 
to his cowpastuie and showed them 
two sets of sticks that he had pro- 
cured. They fashioned three ım- 
Provised holes, and Reid and one 
John J. Upham went to work, while 
the gallery of eleven looked on 
That's how ıt started, end the golf- 
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were golfers not topers. 


NINETEENTH HOLE 


BROWNE 


mg bug wes bring viciously by 
spring, so much so that the cow- 
pasture wouldn't hold the people 
who wented to play. This all hap- 
pened in Westchester County, New 
York, and the game's next bencfac- 
tor was the local butcher, who offered 
the use of thirty acres of land for 
A course This offer was accepted, 
and for four years the golfers, who 
Temvuned unperturbed Бу the scoff 
арэ of those who med the fence to 
Jeer at grown men playing a game 
too silly for kids, whaled sway. 

The set of clubs had grown to six, 
earned, not in a bag, but over the 


shoulders. There were three woods, 
а driver, brasse and spoon, and 
three mons, а cleek, a sand-iron, and 
a putter The golfer carried a ball 
to pley with and one spare ball 

Progress clashed with golf in 1802, 
when the New York City Council de- 
cided to extend Palisade Avenue to 
a pomt where ıt went right through 
the course. 

A good Samaritan named Weston, 
who owned an apple orchard, came 
to their aid He made the proviso 
that they were not to injure the 
frees, st least not intentionally, and 
they were quite happy The course 
meandered through the trees, and 
near the first tee, a large apple tree 
served the purpose of the Nineteenth 
Hole. A basket of sandwiches hung 
from one bough and a two-fallon 
demi-john of whisky from another * 

All m all there was every oppor- 
tunity for а good {and pleasantly 
alchcholie) time to be enjoyed by the 
congregation Та short, st was а primi- 
tive attempt to Win Friends and 
Influence People 

"The Club Members, who numbered 
thirteen, beeame known as the Old 
Apple Tree Gang. With the mstalla- 
цоп of the new course, an active 
drive for membership began, but only 
seven new members came along m 
two years 

But even with a membership of 
twenty, the Club fell into two fac- 
tions Red, who had started the 
game, resisted all efforts to enlarge 
the course from a six-hole track to 
типе, or еуеп eighteen, which had 
been done by ғ new Club at Shinne- 
cock Hills, and at Wheaton, m 
Chicaga. 

Arguments about improving the 
course, end even moving, became 
bitter and frequent, end one charge 
was made that the Old Apple Tree 
Gang was not prepared io move too 
far from the apple tree Finally, the 


arguments were settled, and the 
Club started to look around for 
enough ground to lay out an eigh- 
teen hole course, They found ıt ın 
the shape of a "haunted" house sur- 
rounded by plenty of ground 

There 15 no record of any ghosts 
having been seen after the golfers 
went m, and the Club membership 
inereased by leaps and bounds They 
bad never worııed much about а 
пате, but now they called themselves 
the St Andrews Golf Club 

They even decided to ûy a fer 
This led to a mistake that wasn't 
discovered for some tme Reid, who 
ordeied the flag, was quite certain 
that he knew what St Andrew's 
Cross looked ke He ordered ғ red 
cross on a white ground This hap- 
pens to be St Patricks Cross St 
Andrew's Cross 15 а white or silver 
cross on a blue ground However, 
even with the wrong flag fapping 
above the Clubhouse, everybody 
seemed happy , 

Та the first summer after moving, 
a challenge to в match was received 
from the Shmnecock Club It was 
accepted егдейу When tbe Shinne~ 
cock boys turned up, the Apple Tree 
Gong, who dressed just as they liked, 
very nearly соПерзей The visitors 
were arrayed ike Solomon іп all 
hus glory, m red coats like hunting 
Jackets, bright plad knickerbockers 
and long garters 

Despite this remarkable attire, and 
the unsettlng effect on the home side, 
the Apple Tree Gang won handily, 

But their mterest m clothing had 
been fired, and а committee drew up 
a uniform, which bad to be worn èt 
all times m playmy oi гйакиш m 
the Clubhouse They left по 
out The uniform consisted of red 
coats with brass buttons Then, 
blue checked waısteoats, pearl grey 
hats, with blue and white bands 
Scottish plaid hose, and grey garters 
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THREE letters writen by 

the Kmg to Winston 
Churchill sum up the deep 
friendship which war brought 
between the two men, In 


Apni, 194 My Dear Mr. 
Churchill in January, 1941 
My Dear Mr Prime Mmster; 
ın December, 1950; My Dear 
Winston. 


were added to the members’ attire, 
On the links, a blue check сар was 
worn, The red coat had а blue col- 
lar with silver crosses on it 

Members were permitted to wear 
them own ties, but a high-wmged 
collar had to be worn. 

Н certamly was a natty outfit, by 
any standards 

Any member forgetting his red coat 
was fined two shillings, later changed 
to a quart of Scotch 

The Club took a bold step im 1895 
by importmy the famous Soots pto, 
Wille Park, to play in matches end 
exhibitions, Park tumed up m a red 
cout with a blue collar, on which 
was the motto, “far and sure.” 

He was far and sure all right, at 
least for those days, and he showed 
it in а match with another Scot, 
Wilke Campbell — Hampered by а 
Бой on his neck, Park broke the 
course record with an 81, winning 6 
and 5 The waEarmE was enormous 

This year, golf ran against the Sun- 
day sport laws А law was passed 
prohibttmg Sunday baseball, and the 
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incensed bazebullers in one district 
tried to vent their wrath on the 
golfers. Thiz Jed to a rit, and the 
retreat of the ball players, who 
showed they were no sports by pot- 
ting the Sunday golfers to the police, 
The police arrived, and pinched the 
entize Club, They spent the night m 
the cells, and next mommg > Judge 
Was in the middle of promising to 
send them all to jail when somebody 
remmded hm that it was election 
year, and that one of the players 
would probably decide who went on 
the ticket, 

So he acquitted them, the matter 
Wes accepted na a test case, and golf 
on Sunday wes permitted without 
hindrance, 

In 1897, the Club was агаш forced 
to shift its ground. ‘This was ultima 
thule, and the Club settled down at 
Mi Hope, where it proceeded to 
make ив clubhouse and course into 
showplaces, 

The following year, the Club was 
smitten with what must surely be 
the funniest malady that any golf 
club has known, Gold was discovered 
an the Klondike, and nearly half the 
membership jomed the gold tush, As 
far as 15 known, none of them struck 
ıt mich, which was unfortunate, be- 
cause m the next year, rising costs 
brought about a financial crisis 

The crisis was solved by the &cqul- 
sition of а dynamie man as char- 
man This was one Joseph P 
Thomas A man who had been furty 
successful ın busmess, and wanted 
another interest, he took to the job 
of plens St. Andrews m financial 
security, like a duck takes to water. 

Within two years the Chub bas 
climbed out of the red, and has never. 
been back there. 

Thomas was а man of direct 
specch, He was no orator, but no- 
body ever bad much difficulty m 
workmg out what he meant. 


and left the Club that he 
Club’s traditional stories ten years, am a 
A де опаш of а rand trap had jomed when it was struggling, 
near the cleventh hole Jt wasn’t as the premier Club of Анат Е d 
there until half-way through Thomas’ The B db Re 
1 and jyoyiul а - 
second year па contol, Playing one prominent nad Joyful part am Ameni- 
lus drive badly When сап допу ry 
d cunt he turned to hus served, and 15 to-day in the garden of 
га cem who Баррипей to be а the Daniels residence at 625 quide 
committer, end sud, “Right there Drive, Yonkers That us all E 
15 where we'll build а ssnd-trap one slab, ebt mehes by two incl та 
We'll teach these short driving, slic- which, properly mounted and Я 
sons-of-bitches thet they can’t . scribed stands m the Club House ai 
Е sway with that stuff here!” the Royal and Ancient, Scotland 
Thomas remained m the saddle for THE END 


THE AUDIENCE, By GLUYAS WILLIAMS 


ERPERIMENTS vifa WORKS ON KNOB DX GAC, 
VARIOUS WAYS OF SAT HG OF CHAIR, HOPING HE CAN 
йын 1f 


50518 нА R BECAUSE ATTENTION BEENS TO 
FER Wanto To READ ^ SR EAAMINES SCAR 
RIM INSTRUCTIVE ARICLE ОН LEG 

FROM MACAZIHE 


D CHO ON АСК, ТОЛЕ ТАСЫ 
e A SIGH DECIDES THERE БЮТ 
MUCH USE IN FINISHINE 
THE ARTICLE 


у 
кры R LLE TIME 
pon LESS THROUGH А5000 DEAL OF ENTER LEGS 


HAS SOME TROUBLE BUT 


TANMENT WORKING. 


F CHAIR, 
hans THEM FREE AG IN 
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Eleanor had no diffieulty іп stretching out 
her morals, Result: she stretched her neck, 


J W HEMING 


ELEANOR Wheeler had ә perfect 

neck for а bangman's rope. 
Whether that bad any effect on her 
mind no one will ever know. 

And Eleanor could stretch her mor- 
als as well as her neck She went 
to live with а man named Pearcey, 
and adopted"his name, becoming Mrs 
Релгесу, a name she was to make 
famous Pearcey went through after 
а while, but she kept his name 

Eleanor went to live at 2 Priory 
Street, Kentish Town, and she was 
lying there when she met Frenk 
Hogg, who lived nearby in Prince of 
Wales Road Prank had a way with 
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the ladies, ov else Eleanor was very 
obliging At that time he was man- 
aging his mother's provision shop 
and he was engaged to be married, 
but Eleanor fell madly in love with 
him and he could not resist ber blan- 
dishments He accepted tho latchkey 
of her house, but went on with his 
marriage to the other woman 
Eleanor wes not я bit pleased at 
not being one of the star Items of 
the wedding ceremony She shouldn't 
have minded a little thing like that. 
After hus marriage Frank stil had 
the key of her house—and used i 
He changed Ins oceupstion and be- 


came a furniture desler. His mother 
and sister, Clara, ved with hm at 
the house їп Prince of Wales Road. 
He also did a httle double-dealing 
with the women Не introduced 
Eleanor to his wife m ғ casual way 
as a frend, and the two women be- 
came great pals At least, Mrs Hogg 
thought they were great pals, Eleanor 
had her own ideas. She didn't like 
sharing her lovers 

Frank continued to use two Xeys— 
one at bome and one at Eleanor's 
place, 

Та course of time another httle 
Hogg came into the world It added 
to Eleanor's festering animosity She 
wrote passionate, raving love-letters 
to Frank 

Та October, 1890, опе of these letters 
mught have fallen mto the wrong 
hands, for there was a growing sus- 
picion ın the Ногу household that 
Frank might be more than a friend 
to Eleanor. Perhaps he talked im 
lus sleep, Or he may have been 
short zm his wages, for Eleanor 
neither toiled nor spun, yet she pad 
her rent, 

One day the refined Eleanor sat 
down in her kitchen, licked a lead 
репей and mdited an invitation to 
Mrs, Hogg to come over and have a 
dish of afternoon tea She then went 
out into Priory Street, called a small 
boy who belonged to а neigbbour and 
hired him for a penny to take the 
note round to Prince of Wales Road 

Mrs Hogg took the note from the 
boy and showed it to a sister and a 
niece, who were visiting her at the 
time, Visiting each other was pre~ 
sumably the main occupation of the 
women of the region 

"That afternoon, Mrs. Hogg placed 
her baby with motherly care in a 
four-wheeled perambulator and set 
off to stroll round to visit her pal Mrs. 
Pearcey. She did arrive, for two 
passers-by saw her and the baby «о- 


ing into Eleanor's menage, 

When Frank Hogg srmved home 
from work he found a hastily- 
scribbled note on the kitchen table, 
saying "Wall not be long Quarter 
past three" Ал it was then many 
hours after three, he felt that the 
note was telling hes or somethmy 
Was wrong 

Hogg found Clare and learned 
about the invitoton from Eleanor 

He decided to shp round to Priory 
Street and see 1f the dish of ten was 
fimshed Не bad an arranged simal 
with Eleanor, If she had gona out 
for some hours she always left the 
light burning за the back bedroom 
to mdieste that fact to him Не let 
himself m with his key, found the 
house empty and the light burning 
за the back bedroom Не hung around 
for a few moments, hoping that some~ 
ons would show up, then wrole a 
note and left it on the kitchen table 

"About twenty past ten,” at sud 
"Cannot stop longer” 

Very worried now, but also very 
tired, he deoided to го home to bed 

But m the morniny he was not so 
tired and his wife and child wore 
stil] among the misang Не started 
to search for them, going first to 
Chorley Wood, Before he went he 1014 
Таз sister Clara to make a call on 
Eleanor, so ıt would seem that Frank 
Зай a lurking feeling of trouble 

He arrived ot his wife's father's 
home and found that sbe had not 
been there Really worried now, he 
started back to Kentish Town But 
during his absence things had been 
happening, 

Let us first ко with Clara on her 
visit to Eleanor, Elennor was in 
Clara asked af she bad seen Mrs 
Hogg 

Eleanor beat about the bush for а 
while, then she said, “Well, as a mat- 
ter of fact, she was here. She called 
and wanted to borrow some money 
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STATE OF THE NATION (XII) 
Old Mother Nature з wel! awore she shuttles us obout— 
Uses the roin to keep us in, the sun to bring us out, 
And then io prove she has na favourites, she would just as soon 
Send ram down in December, and give o sunny June— 
Or is the June sun on ottempt on Nature's part to back out 
Of the awkward situotlon that's created by the blockout? 
Less skilled by far than Noture, we the beoten path will tread 
And say of June in winter what of summer June is said 
In England and in ports afar where brides hove chosen June 
Because 1/5 worm ond days ore long and nights have brighter 


moon’ 


But our June brides have none of thot—and so they must resort 
To far less florol weddings when nights arc long ond days are 


short, 


А honeymooning hazord which, ! note with some dismoy, 
Comnubiol couples averlook im June—or, really, da they? 


MacRegg comes to the aid of Jay-Pay. 


from me, but I didn’t have any to 
lend her Бо she went away without 
coming m" 

Clara departed. Eleanor went with 
her 

There was something wrong, all 
might, At seven o'clock the night be- 
fore, а clerk named Macdonald, wend- 
inr his way wearily homeward along 
the Crossfield Road, almost swallowed 
his сызгєйе butt when his poppmg 
eyes beheld the firure of a woman 
lying across the pathway of a house 
in the course of construction There 
was a dark jacket over the woman, 
and he went closer and hfted thir 
jacket Then he did gulp down his 
butt, for the woman’s head had been 
almost severed from the body! He 
тап to the Swiss Cottage Railway Sta- 
tion and stuttered out lus story to 
the constable on duty there, who sent 
for a doctor. 
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The next day's morning papers were 
full of the discovery 

Inspector Banmisicr had been given 
charge of the case, and he led Clara 
and Eleanor to the morgue Но also 
led them to = slab and dragged back 
a sheet It wasn't very helpful for 
purposes of identification that the face 
of the vietim was still vary blood- 
stamed Clara choked back her xis- 
mg nausea at the sight of the mutil- 
ation and took a гоой look, but she 
wasn’t sure 

"i cannot recognise her face," she 
said, "but those are her clothes all 
right 

Eleanor stood with a blank expres- 
sion She said nothing The mspec- 
ior turned to Dr Bond and asked 
hum io wash the face 

Eleanor clutched Clara "ОВ, that's 
not Phoebe!” 

"Oh, yes, it’s her," sad Clara, the 


tears tunnmg down her face as she 
stroked one of the dead bands 

Eleanor pulled at Clara's sleeve and 
said, with horror, “Don't touch xt!” 

Clara pulled herself free. ‘Don’t 
drag me!” she said “You go out!” 

The mspector was carefully watch- 
ing the scene, and from that moment, 
without any real evidence, he had 
suspicions of Eleanor The news- 
papers later raked up the old story of 
"Ordeal by touch,” In ancient days, 
Ма suspected person touched a corpse 
end the corpse bled, then the suspect 
was judged guilty, 

Bannister took the two women back 
to the station, and asked some ques- 
ons, learned from Clara of Phocbe's 
visit to Eleanor, looked at the pale 
and shaken Eleanor, and remarked, 
"E think it desmable to search your 
lodging І suppose you have no 
objection?” 

"The inspector gave the key to De- 
tective Parsons and Sergeant Nurscy 
and told them to get on with the job 

“I thmk I should be there,” re- 
marked Eleanor, and they agreed. 

The policemen gave Eleanor back 
her keys and she opened up the 
house She led the way msde end 
unlocked the front room, The two 
men saw nothing there to excite sus- 
picon, so passed through to the kit- 
chen The blinds were drawn snd 
would not work, making the room 
very dark Nursey pushed one aside 
Two window panes had been smashed 
and appeared to be bioodsiamed 
There were also stains on the wails 
and cetlng 

Elesnor had not accompenied them 
into the Kitchen. She stayed ın the 
front room, sat down at the piano 
and began to play, Nursey went to 
her and asked about fhe stains m 
the kiteben She didn't stop playing 
as she sad, “Killing mice] Коши 
mee” 


Nursey was not à bu satisfied with 
that story, so he went out and tele- 
#rnphed to Bannister, who soon 
showed up and led a thorough search, 
Eleanor gave up playing, dropped mto 
en armehur and whistled softly to 
herself She had a bent for music— 
as well! 

The search was a good one. The 
treasure trove consisted of a blood- 
stuned poker, two carving knives, 
one bloodsmeared, a black skirt and 
apron, which carried stams, although 
the apron had been washed, wiule 
some lace curtains had been found in 
a bath, also stuned with gore 

Revarding these objects, Bannister 
asked some questions. Eleanor stop- 
ped whistling long enough to dive 
unsatisfactory answers, So Бе arres- 
ted her for the "wilful murder of 
Mrs, Hogg and also on suspieron of 
the wilful murder of the female 
child of Mrs Hogg" Eleanor told 
lum Бе had made а great mistake, 
but she did not mind Бети arrested 

She was taken to the police station, 
formally charged, and found a сей 
"where she could ко on whistling. 

In the meantime the police were 
searching the district, and a constable 
named Roser, found the perambulator 
at 1030 that mht standing agamst a 
wall m Hamilton Terrace Under а 
brown skin rug cover, he found a 
waterproof apron, a piece of string, 
and a piece of butterscotch Тһе 
pram was bloodstuned and the 
handle broken 

Soon sfter, the body of the baby 
was found on some vacant land 

"The ушу found Eleanor guilty, Mr 
Justice Denman sad "To be hanged 
by the neck til you are dead,” the 
black-robed chaplam said “Amen”, 
and Eleanor shuifled down out of the 
dock 

Later, m Newgate Prison, а noose 
knotted about а long neck. 
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When a Malay xuns “amok” he carves a way to his 
Paradise over inüdel bodies plerced by а krs. 


jg the days when opium smoking 
‘was a common habit among Chin- 
ese, it was not unusual for a con- 
firmed addtct—who, through poverty, 
was no longer able to satisfy his in- 
tense craving for the drug—to take his 
own Ше by hangmg himself from the 
limb of a convenient tree In a fit of 
black despa, the Japanese may 
commit the traditional act of "bara- 
kiri” or east bimself mto the crater 
of a volcano Їп both instances self- 
extinction is achieved with simple 
secrecy, 
Now when a Moslem of the Malay- 
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ап archmelago commits suicide he 
usually does so in а violently spec- 
tacular fashion, and for all to see, he 
"runs amok” Тһе Malay ш "menz- 
amok"—a term which is also applied. 
metaphorically to anyone who fies 
into a violent rage 

Tha Malay who runs amok deliber- 
ately courts death at the hands of 
others, thereby being spared the sm 
of self-destruction. And m his fan- 
aticism he firmly believes that, by 
қуши as many infidels as possible 
before being killed himself, he 15 
assured of entry into Paradise 


Many years ago ihe Philippine 
authorities were forced io take dras- 
ис measures to curb the all too 
frequent Incidence of amok by the 
fanatics! Moros, я proud and tur- 
bulent race of Moslems inhabitny 
Jolo and other islands of the south- 
етп group When killed m the act 
of running amok, or after exceution 
ıf taken alive, the dead man was al- 
leredly cast mto a grave together 
with the carcass of a pig specially 
slaughtered for the occasion This 
affront to Mohammedan susceptibili- 
ties, it ıa clamed, proved а powerful 
deterrent, and "amoks” thereafter 
became confined to sporadic cases in 
which the murderer had been under 
телі and grievous provocation 

At this time, as a young admmustra- 
tive officer in the service of the 
British North Borneo government, Е 
wes stationed at Labad Datu, the 
coastal headquarters of the East Coast 
Residency This part of North Bor- 
neo hes close to the South Phitip- 
pine lends whence sea-farmz Moros 
came occasionally to trade 

As the incidence of amoks in the 
Philippines just then was alarmingly 
high, these nomadic Moros were not 
encouraged to Unger for long іп any 
part of our territory Nevertheless, 
somehow them fanaheal influence 
found expression from time to time 
ın а few isolated but typical cases 
of amok by our own natives, In one 
of the worst of these 1 myself was 
involved, 

At noon one stifling September day, 
an uproar suddenly broke out m 
Lahad Datu's shoppmi centre, this 
lay at the base of the hull upon which 
stood the government offices and con- 
stabulary barracks Police whistles 
shrilled, the armed constabulary 
wero hurriedly mustered, end we 
rushed down the hill mio the town, 
but, through mistaking the өшістіс» 
for shouts of “Fire,” I was armed 


only with a light walking stick, and 
the police with пон but ther 
rotan Танц, 

Aa we reached the main thorough- 
fore, the street, usually thronged at 
this ішпе of day, was deserted but 
for three inert bodies sprawhng за 
the roadway, while the pamic-stricken 
crowd swarmed on the narrow side- 
walk Тһе din was deafening as 
the hysterical moh milled and 
struggled, frantically {туши to jom 
those who were now cowering inside 
the Chinese shops ог standing fear- 
fully ın the half-open doorways 

For a second or two I stood in the 
middle nf the road endeavouring to 
take ın the situation, but before 1 
could collect my wits, from а near- 
by side-sireet there suddenly shot 
into view а runnmy men, naked but 
for a white lom cloth and > white 
turban round his shaven head 

Тп a flash І realised that the man 
bearing down m my direction was 
ап "amok," and as he rushed upon 
me with blood-stamed garong” 

raised to strike, I dashed headlong 

&eross the road to the crowded side= 
walk, escaping the msdman’s stroke 
by inches 

Fortunately for me, the amok, who 
had veered m pursuit. suddenly 
changed his mund and continued on 
what was his second run along the 
mam street And as I turned on 
renchme comparative safety І saw 
him cut down а httle Chinese мит 
who, m her panic had run blindly 
from the sidewalk might across tbe 
amok's path 

"The unfortunate child was his fifth 
and last victim, for а moment later 
the crack of а rile was heard above 
the turmoil, one of my police (who 
had rushed back to the barracks for 
lus carbme) had fired and brought 
the madman down But the bullet, 
though entering the man's back, 
missed all vital parts, and be lived 
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N Dupont, беогеля, m 1912, 
Frank Smith waa so fed 
up with bemg mistaken for 
other Frank Smiths thai he 
saved his son from the same 
fate by christenmg Jum “6 
Smith.” Even income tax 
now comes addressed “Mr. 5а 
Smith.” But 75 wife calls 
him “Wille”! 


to be tried and hanged for murder 

At the tal the story behind this 
amok wes, of course, unfolded за 
great dotal Dulayan (whom I tailed 
at first to recognise with turban and 
shaven head) had been one of the 
native crew who manned the govern- 
ment steam launch 

Ме was a handsome young fellow 
with a mop of thick, curly hmr of 
which he was very proud But he 
was hot tempered and of a sullen 
disposition, and а sbow of nsubordin~ 
ation had brought about his instant 
dismissal a few days before he ran 
amok. There was, however, another 
more potent reason for His fanatical 
outbreak 

It transpired that Dulayan had been 
courkng a beautiful youns girl who 
lived with her elder sister m the 
native village on the outskirts of the 
town Unfortunately, the older 
‘woman coveted Dulayan for herself, 
but finding that he spurned her ad- 
vances she turned upon him the 
fury of a jeslous nature. 
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She levelled at him sneers and 
mockery; she was foul-tongued and 
insulting on every possible occasion; 
ond she ended up by forbidding him 
the house and refusing to countenance 
his betrothal to hor sister Fasmanı, 

Dulayan brooded darkly over this 
for several days, and coming as 16 
did hard on the loss of his job, he 
became sunk ın deep дезропдепоу, At 
length he resolved to end it all, he 
would Xl both Jasmani and her ace 
cursed sister, Lasmima, and then run 
amok to end his own existence 

But his plan miscarried The two 
guls saw him commg and fled into 
the mangrove swamp behind thew 
house. To pursue and slay them 
there would, he knew, end in lus own 
death or capture before he could take 
the lives of mfidels. бо Dulayan 
turned away from his purpose, hur- 
nied back to the town end carried 
out the other part of hu plan. 

The events Y have described show 
how little the reasons for a Mos- 
lem's suicide differ from those that 
actuate others who are driven to take 
their own lives. But whereas the 
latter do so, we suppose, m cold- 
blooded despair, the Malay who runs 
amok works himself up mío a de- 
mented state of ungovernable passion 
and Just to slay But his preparatory 
actions, notwithstanding, are calm, 
deliberste and methodically arrenged, 

He spends hours sharpening his 
kilung knife, until its edge has the 
keenness of a razor Не shaves his 
head and bathes thoroughly lest, un- 
clean, he be denied admittance to 
Paradise Whether naturally devout 
or otherwise, he коса through a сеге- 
mony of praying at the village 
mosqua 

These preparations over, the amok 
then greases his body with coconut 
ail from head to toe, the better to es- 
cape bemg captured alive That done, 
he dons two lengths of new, un- 


washed white calico—one ав am ab- 
breviated lom cloth, the other as в. 


turben round his shaven head 


АП ıs now ready, and he salles 
forth at a jog trot, his reamme 
“kris” ın one hand, m the other & 
short той of шоп with which to 
ward off any chance blows Ав 
further instance of his delberatc 
preparations, the hilt of each weapon 
as secured io the wrist by a loop of 
cord lest it should shp from lus 
grasp and wreck his purpose 

With eyes glaring wildly, his head 
Jerking fiercely from side to side, the 
maniac lopes down the mam 
thoroughfare, alert for every threaten- 
inj; move against him He holds the 
shining blade with half-raised arm, 
the weapon expertly poised im a 
steady hand, menacing first one and 


then another, then it flashes out un- 
errngly as the demented men selects 
the unbelievers directly m his mur- 
derous path 

Swift alarm follows the unprovok- 
ed attack, sudden and unexpected, 
and all now scatter in scteemink 
pame, while the swelling uproar 
diowns ont the dymg cries of early 
victims The men is now pantme 
with exertion, his teetb are bareds 
foam gathers at the corners of his 
wide parted lips, and beads of sweat 
burst through the ой to trickle down 
dus face and ghstemng limbs 

Тһе bodies of half a dozen dead and 
души he giotesquely m his wake— 
but the amok's own end ıs near, А 
rifle cracks once, then адаа ће man. 
drops dead in his ticks . His 
purpose is achieved, 
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Are flowers often sensitive to nolse? 

Brother, we aren't joking! Believe 
us or not-and we bave experts to 
back us—it has been proved that if 
you are callous enough to set a yase 
of carnations close to a noisy orshes- 
ira (boogie-woogie addicts will please 
note), the flowers will gradually 
ium sway from the music as if the 
sound was too much for them (and 
‘we can't say we blame them, either) 
But that’s not the least of it. Flowers 
bave many other mannensms m 
which they imitate human beings 
For example, flowers can catch cold 
from draughts; they сап be stupified 
by chloroform, and they can become 
Intoxicated with alcohol (the soaks!) 
Can You Kent A Name? 

You certamly сап if you hap- 
реп io қо to Hollywood, anyway. 
Most fietion-writers ever so often 
wake up in shuddermr cold sweats, 
haunted with the possibility of some- 
one bearm; the same пете as the 
Ушаш bore in their latest novels 
And these nightmares are to some ex- 
tent justified Мо fictioneer can eves 
be certam that someone will not clam. 
that his name has been awarded to 
a more then usually reprehensible 
character and so thieaten а law-suit 
One Hollywood studio, however, 
seems to have solved the problem 
. + though the procedure may tend 
to lend a touch cf monotony to the 
list of characters The studio's reply 
to potential blackmail is Из carpen- 
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ter, one Frank Josephson, who for 
the past 14 years has rented his name 
to the company so that no other 
"Frank Josephson” can bring an 
section So far, Mr Joscphson's name 
bas been tsered to screen divorces, 
dead bodies and a lurid hst of the 
more nauseating types of degenerates. 
His private hfe, however, seems to 
continue im a gentle and placid регее- 
fulness. 

Who's Chlef of the Cow-Pen? 

Not No! Jf you're about to bellow 
"Why, the bull, of course,” you may 
as well save your breath for the next 
tme you have to beat one through 
the barbed wire Scientists report 
that chieftumship m the cow run is 
а matter of who butis whom After 
four year’s close study of bovine be- 
haviour, the experts claim that, when 
two cows who do not know елең 
other meet, they Бекип a butting duel 
At the end, the winner establishes 
her soclal superiority for all tme 

.. hd with ıt the right to butt the 
loser with or without offence and 
without any retalstion The ex- 
nerts add that butting contests be- 
tween twins always end m a draw 
(We shall take thar word without 
comment. on this) Such social 
stalemate, however, was never ob- 
served among less loscly-related 
cows And if you want to argue, 
you can just go out and be coy wath 
cows for four years After that, we 
might condescend to debate with you. 


... World laughs with yo 


- 
E 
АА How you came to get these pix 


You think its fun? Well, may be; but to these 
bisses it fs the painless way to keep the land of 
figure photographers will look at twice—then 
ium into ап A-grade model and cover gn} . . 
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Don't think all models arc catty, they're not Here а complete 
colony of them help each other, and help each other keep fit, 
tool The tree and easy hours on the beach are times of 
mental relaxation as well as of physical conditioning . . . 
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To you, Mr Public, the model might be a өші who has Amved— 
but among themselves models, too, have ambitions, Beauty 1s only 
the first rung of а long ladder; and these two beauties swap 
daydreams as they discuss what the next rungs are to Бе 
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FEW people know that the wide 
open spaces сап be more fright- 
ening than the thickest of jungles 
or the most sinister alleys in Mar- 
serlles and Chicago 
One of the most frightening places 
in the world 1s the Sahara Desert 
The sounds of the desert are сеге 
and often mexplicable 
There are the smgmg and drum- 
ming sounds, especially m the sand- 
hills and dunes of the Ouargls district 
‘Travellers have often been startled 
by the drumming, for all the world 
Tike half a dozen bess drummers 
beating crazily Nobody has explained 
ıt satisiactorily yet. 
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When you five ш the desert you develop 
a fatabsm; ls one way you can stay капе. 


ANDREW CONDON 


This and other mysteries a French 
expediton hopes io solve when i 
leavea for а three-year journey 
through the desert wastes until, some- 
tume ın 1954, it arrives in that mys- 
terious and inaccessible оңу in the 
beart of Africa—Timbukiu 

The French have always been 1m- 
patient for exact knowledge of their 
vast African domain, and they are 
lookin forward to the day when they 
сап ride across the Sahara in а Pull- 
man саг, sipping iced drinks Even 
then the їтїр will take four to five 
days, the track will be 2,000 miles 
long When completed, outposts of 
Legionnaires will be stationed at în- 


tervals along the road to protect it 
from Berbera, 

Mysteries happen in the Sahara 
every day, though few people ever 
hear of hem 

Six months ago, en entire platoon 
(30 men) of Logonnames disappeared 
їп the Sahara. No trace of them has 
been found and senior officers аге 
convinced that on this occasion the 
Berbers had nothing to do with It. 


А hamshesn (sandstorm) might 
bave wiped out the men, In a few 
hours a violent wind can build a 
sandhil hundreds of feet high and 
dig a hollow as deep 

Other Lesionnaires simply shrug 
and say. “The desert got "егі, that’s 
ап» 

The French Government has several 
times нед to mark routes by placing 
concrete pyrarmds about 10 feet bigh 
at intervals of half a mile, but the 
sand covers them quickly and even 
on fiat stretches one pyramid can 
seldom be seen from the previous 
one 

Desert buses carry only a dozen 
passengers They have six sets of 
wide double wheels They are able 
to climb the highest dunes end seldom 
bog m the soft sand. The drivers, 
generally natives, charge sandhills 
with abandon, but accidents are rae 

Tt ıs not generally known that л 
sandstorm extends upward for many 
thousands of feet, many a planc has 
Found ıt impossible to get above it. 

Experienced desert flyers carry 
fandbags, ropes and shovels If they 
sce a storm approachIng they lend 
quickly, ančhor the plane with the 
sandbars, cover the engine, plug ex- 
haust pipes and finally shelter m a 
trench witb food and water until the 
storm passes 

But French police and military 
officers still want to know what hap- 
pened to three thers who landed be- 
dore a storm last July The plane 


was sighted from the air next day 
and another plane was sent io mves- 
tigate 

They found the landed plane quite 
unharmed, though sandy. Yet there 
was no trate of its crew. The sand 
hadn't banked up very deeply 
Nevertheless the area round the 
plane was thoroughly dug to 
make sure the missing men weren't 
buried They haven't been seen since 
Yet all three were veteran desert 
thers 

Lowell Ralph, a Brrüsh artist, was 
trying to pamt a mirage in the des- 
ert m 1947, when he saw a huge 
figure atriding towards him over tha 
send The artist rose to greet the 
apparition, which turned out to be 
himself 

Desert experts put tbis sort of thing 
down to optical illusion, but Ralph 
and others who have experienced 1t, 
say it’s more than illusion Men found 
wandenng m the descrt have spoken 
incoherently about spectres and 
shapes they have seen, 

Тпағпабоп сап play a men false, 
m the desert loneliness, eyes stram- 
ang, thirsty, fearfully hot, histenmy 
to the singin# sands you can imagine 
anything 

The Berbers, who lived in North 
Africa long before the comme of the 
Arabs, know many of the desert’s 
secrets, but are reluctant io reveal 
them 

The Fiench expedition hopes io 
prise some of them loose 

Few white men have been inside 
a Berber home, A British Army col- 
onel, Colonel Е К. Smelair, is known 
to have entered one in 1946, but he 
didn't come out — not alive anyway 

"The Berbers could clear up many 
a mystery xf they felt hke it, but zo 
far nobody has succeeded in malang 
them feel like ıt The new expedi- 
tion, just might be successful It 
just might 
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THE ART OF ALIBI. , . 
Ah, albis ‘They're curious Lum- 
bered by justly arate condarmes, 
Joseph F. Fleischer, of New York, 
told a story guaranteed to soften the 
Inde of even the most calloused of 
constabulary, Confided Mr. Fleischer 
tbrokenly “Four months ago, 
my wife walked out on me, leaving 
me to take care of my five kids 
I turned on the alarm to get arrested 
зо that I could get a bit of piece and 
quiet" On the same domestic note, 
Н Leonard Bratton, charged for 
horse m hus room,” con- 
fided dolefully: "I was lonely!" But 
perhaps the record-holder was a cer- 
tain Mr Oley Chnistoffersen, m the 
boob for stealing а Pennsylvania rail- 
way locomotwe Protested the m- 
sulted Christoffersen “I need the 
goddam thms, I had to carry a mes- 
sage from General MacArthur to 
President Truman" 
A MATTER OF MOTIVE . . 
Arrested for what he obviously 
considered the пивдещеапош of 
“burning his wife" James Nonkes, 
of Bromley (inland) was deeply m- 
sulted by police displeasure at such а 
pecadillo — "Why," he protested 1m- 
dignently, "I wasn't {туш to kill her 
at all, | it wos just that money mat- 
ters got me down" Meanwhile, Mrs. 
Floyd 5 Simmons was appalled to 
be arrested on a charge of drunken 
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ünvmg “How unlucky сап you be, 
loye?" she wailed "Ме! I was just 
celebrating by benx let out of the 
cooler after serving seven months for 
driving under the fluence * 
ASPECT ON LIFE. . , 

Trapped by gendarmes where he 
crouched on the sky-li£ht of a build- 
ag, Gil Reman, of Alabama (US), 
was inclined to be catty, “Асан this 
a free world or am't ıt?" he queried 
querugusly. "Can't a guy squat here 
and watch people ғо by from a view- 
pomt he prefers? 

INHUMAN ROAD-HOG 

Accused of "specdms with Ins 
horse-drawn garbage truck" mto the 
side of an appalled motorist, Firmen 
Pentita, Detroit (178) collector, re- 
fused to allow a stain on hie charac- 
ter "This here nag," he explained, 
“always ішін hith speed to get home 
for supper" 

DONGED роман... 

in Cleveland (U.S), Mrs, Casey 
Smey culled on schoolmaster James 
Fenwick to protest against “a swift 
kick" and а “fiftecn-lick” caning 
which Mr, Fenwick had allacedly m- 
fiieted on her son, Dan (15) With 
two black eyes, facial cuts and а split 
lm, Mr Fenwick wisely Hed for the 
men's room, Mrs Smey promptly 
pulled hım out and сопіса opera- 
fons 


Opposite: Study by Раш} Koruna 


AND NIGHTS О 


THEY HUNTED 


THROUGH DARK, DECAYING CELLARS ОҒ THE WATERFRONT 


НЕ crouched flat on tus stomach in 

the dank dust behind the packing- 
сазе and peered through a crack m 
its crumbhng planks at the man who 
was waiting to kill him. 

He breathed softly, hardly breathed 
at all; every muscle remained motion- 
Jess as the smouldering eyes reman- 
ед fixed and the agile, cunnmg bram 
darted back and forth in rising fury 
as it searched for a way to éscape 

Не was big. His shoulders and back 
bunched with knotted muscles of 
great power, He was proud of that 
power, 

But this was something new to him, 
this thing that had hım erouching in 
concealment, afraid to move—yes, 
aftaid'—end for the first time umn- 
certain what to do next . . 

For despite bis ruthlessness іп 
leadership, Jus savage methods of 
dealing with а mabngerer in his 
Tanks or a rival to hus position, he 
had always been too wise to risk 
being traced by allowing any sort 
of violence “on the job.” The raids 
were timed perfectly—a long period 
of observation first, a note of the 


ішпе when the store to be visited 
would be deserted, ang then a sudden 
swoop im the darkness, If all went 
well—and it usually did—the stuif was 
carried off in silence and distributed 
from the old warehouse where the 
Fang met If there was в hitch 
somewhere they simply vanished to 
well-seattered hidmg places, 

He had prided himself on the 
smooth-working system, Many 
months had been spent in preparing 
those Indeouts and in becoming рег- 
fectly familiar with every inch of 
the approaches to them. By the fime 
the rang was ready to start on a big 
scale, each one of them was ready to 
“disappear” should they be disturbed 
at work, 

The system had heen perfect, and 
he kept it that way by strictly for- 
bidding any active resistance should 
the gang be “caught in the act, 
Whether they liked It or not, they 
were to drop everything and take to 
the routes of escape that they knew 


Tha man who was waiting to kill maved 
Slosar, rifla ready far tha fugitiva. 


“Young woman of ancient 
lineage, beautiful as Helen of 
Troy, austere as the Chasie 
Lucretia; witty as Mme. de 
bias" devoted ae Florence 
Nightingale, economical as а 
grocer measurmg sugar, char- 
stable аз Dr. Barnardo; loving 
as Lih Marlene; with volce 
of an angel; an arüste soul; 
and a splendid fortune, desiras 
correspondence view mat".— 
Ad, in Personal Column of 
Berlin Newspaper. 

Wot, no halo? 


so well He was too wise not to know 
that, powerful though the gang was, 
it could never be a match for the 
combined forces of society which 
surely would be concentrated agamst 

it if violance and bloodshed were m- 

cluded in its activities, 

Of course, there had been & few 
among the gang wbo were fools 
enough to object to constantly run- 
Ting away; most of them were the 
ambitious ones who would have liked 
to take his place 

One by one their broken hodies 
had been found foaünr in the dark 
waters of the East River The boss 
tolerated no rivals, 

And so everything Һай gone 
smoothly for nearly three years, with 
the gang following cach fabulous 
rake-off with an even better one, and 
with the authoritzes completely 
baffled by the pohey—dictated by his 
own cunninz—of operate m differ 
ent areas each time The headquar- 
ters m the old warehouse remamed 
unsuspected and untraced as one 

well-stocked store after another was 
"worked over," 
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Everythinr had gone smo > 
tl that тігім дауға 
Не tensed suddenly as the man who 
was wating to kill him moved—but 
1t was only to shift to а more com- 
fortable position Не relaxed again 
slightly as the man leaned back 
against the wall, his rifle held in the 
Crook of his arm, watching where 
the fugitive must eventually come out 
But the fugitive had made hus üe- 
ason; he would weit for nightfall, 
which must Бе soon now. Та the dim 
dayheht which filtered mto the ware- 
house he would make a perfect tar- 
get for the officer sitting 40 ft, away 
—and even 1f he got past this man, 
the place was completely surrounded, 
he knew Не had heard the screams 
and shots аз, one by one, those of 
the гапа who had been trapped in 
the warehouse with him bad pamcked 
and tried to break through. They 
didn't have a chance. He could sec 
the bodies of three of them even 
with the Lmuited vision afforded by 
“е crack m the расите сазо 
That meht—that hellish nizhi—had 
heen responsible for ıt АП His teeth 
curled back in a snarl of frustrated 
fury as he thought of ıt The well- 
organised rud, the hurried Activity: 
ın the darkened store, and his own 
decision to probe alone among the 
хы e the front near the street, 
where be mizht : m 
There be misht fnd the really Ви. 
Then the suddan stab of 
blndiny lum as the ke d 
burst through the door, levelling a 
Eun as he came the terrible 
realisation thaf his only way of es- 
cape was to break his 
rule and attack Po E 
He and the rest of the gane had 
"eseaped—but only temporarily, The 
intense hunt for them started next 
day, as he had known it would when 
he flew at the watchman. 
There had bean the four days and 


nists of hell as the entire district 
was combed by scores of armed offi- 
cers with bloodhounds Thero had 
Been the mounting terror as his es- 
сере ioutes were discovered one hy 
оле 

Апа then they had arrived, carly m 
the afternoon, and he and the other 
principal members of the gany had 
been вшпойпйсй, trapped, and one 
by one the others had been shot 
down as they went crazy with fear 

And now he was alone, crouched 
in the zathermg shadows, waiting for 
the darkness which would make him 
the equal of the armed squadman 
who would not dare come after him 
among the confusion of the packinz 
cases, but who would wait and hope 
that panic would drive hum into the 
open 

But he would fat, yes, yes, be 
wond wat m vam For the lone 
outlaw 1enbscd now that he was safe 
where he was—and when the dark- 
ness came he would rush the officer 
and break through to take Ins chance 
with the cordon m the open 

He shivered slightly as one of the 
huge police dogs outside bayed His 
grey, hattle-scarred face sank m on 
clenched teeth as he thought of the 
doss, he had no fear of taking lus 
chance with these stupid, slow-mov- 
ing squsdmun—it would be а lucky 
shot that would stop hum once dark- 
ness set ш But he pated the dogs 
And he feared them 

Suddenly he remed bis head, and 
the black eyes were puzzled. For 
the trooper was егіпті stealthily 
to back away, rifle at the ready. 

Suddenly, with а surge of horror, 
he knew why the man had moved 
away. A heavy object landed with 
а thud not six feet from his hiding 
place, and even as he slewed terri- 
fied eyes upward to sce that и had 


been dropped through a hroken sky- 
hight, acrid fumes stung his nostris 
He fought desperately to overcome his 
wild terror as the air about hım 
took on a ктеу tinge and the choking 
Burmng fumes filled his lungs and 
eyes. 

Then with a squeal of terror he 
flung away from the packing-case 
and dashed for the door 

Ths head thudded against 4 and 
forced ıt open a little, and he stag- 
gered imto the hindame rays of the 
зейт sun Two slugs thudded mto 
the wall beside hun. He screamed 
with fury and frustration as, through 
a red must, he saw the men closing in 
with thei mfes and lumps of wood 
Не gritted his teeth and prepared to 
die fightme—and they released the 
dois 

The huge heasts bounded across 
the square, teeth hared beneath red 
eyes ‘The yellow sky whirled down 
m front of hım as fangs buried them- 
selves behind the back of his head 
and crushed the top of his spine 

The heavy-footed foreman m the 
Jong grey dust coat drove the other 
dogs away, and sharply slapped the 
wiry Ше terrier which was stil 
стозе as ıt shook the ohjeet m its 
mouth 

"Drop Ж, Denny, drop ıt! Good 
boy," sud the man in the grey coat 
‘The tall, white-hared miyhtwatchme 
with the white bendazes on lus ri 
forearm and fingers walked over, and 
togcther the two men looked at the 
Imp hody on the footpath 

“Reckon that's the one that had a 
со et you)" asked the foreman. 

"Thats hum alight Biggest wharf 
rai I ever saw, Must be two foot 
long Hell, look at his teeth! No 
wonder he made such a mess of my 

arm You Health Department blokes 

orter round up these pests more often 

—they get too башпай cheeky." 
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m Gui 
< ELF-COM! OSE! 
JCENT AND SI 
HE MOST RETI 
SHE LOOKED 


ІН ТНЕ WORLD NO ONE EVER EXPECTED SHE'D SCREAM 


PAUL WARREN GRAHAM ә FICTION 


YAN heard the door open and 

shut above him, but waited until 
be knew she wes on the stairs be- 
fore lookmg up She wes gowned 
m а strapless sheath of beige which 
clung snugly to her body She neither 
hurried nor looked at hım She was 
smihng She was Liza. 

At the foot of the stairs, she paused, 
her head hfted. She paused to dis- 
play herself. But at last, she allowed 
her eyes to meet his for the first time 

Liza was зо absorbed іш herself and 
in the effect of her entrance that she 
hed almost reached Ryan before she 
noticed his clothes; he was wearing а 
lounge sut, 

"What on tarth—?" she began 

"Going somewhere, Liza?" he asked. 

“Are you trying to be funny?" she 
snepped back, pale with anger “Тһе 
ball—You're not going to try and tell 
me you've forgotten about 1t.” 

"I know it's on, of course I'm not 
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ج جص 


A MUSICAL-COMEDY actiess no longer ın her first youth 
тош а tuna company Busos was not parlioulariy rood 

¢ tempers of the compeny suffered a М 
tame a knock at the "stws” door. i е 


"There's а lady im front who'd v. 
ery much like to ses you. 
She says she was a fnend of yours when you were at Rom 


Shall i show her ща?" 


From the corridor came the voice of a catty chorus gui 


"Wheel her in!" 


very interested, though.” 

"YOU'RE not mtecsted” she 
spluticred, takme а step closer to him 

"Now that's rich And what about me 
—am І suppored to до on my own?" 

He told her, "I didn’t вай you to 16 
you know—my dear” 3 

"Of course you did, you ask 
NUS ask me fo 

"Not this one, I purposely didn’t” 
„Нег lips quwered unconitallably. 

This as some kmd of joke youre 
playing, ГП be the laughing st 
New York.” M A 

He agreed with her happily, 4 

ppily, "Of 
your New Yoik—yes” E 

She cried out jerkaly, "Tm sure you 

B E, Everyone knows you did 
why would you be here to-niyd 
if you hadn't”? € 

"I came to say goodbye” 

АН ЕЕ once she seemed to gin con- 
trol of herself "You've been drmk- 
ing,” she accused їп к disgusted voice, 

Youll be sorry for this” 

Ryan smd, "Goodbye Liza,” а 
started for the door a 

Frightened, she followed hm, run- 
ning, and caught him by the arm. 
"You might si least explain ” 

‘All right he assented, removing 
her hand "It’s just thot Гуе finally 
D to myself what you are” 

"Men have г name for your kind, 
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Iaza, it’s not a Very mice name,” 
"I'm afraid I don't follow you,” she 
sad weakly and kept up with hum 
ге he started slong the sidewalk 
She was cemumely distressed and 
at that moment, he came neat to lke 


ше hor Jt was n long time since 
Ryan hed liked Так; he had merely 

wanted her Не went on "You 
know whet а tease a Дан?” 

imagine,” she answered, a iile 
shfly, "that you're complaming 
about my having% few morals—be- 
cause my bedroom’s out of hounds ” 

Ryan Shole hus head m the dark. 
ness "Pm not that sort of a 
(Паша, %8 Itn айтас to & women 
І mmke a pass at ber sooner or Inter’ 
1 she wants to meet me, that’s fine, 
Af she says, "No; that’s her right and 
I respect her for it" : 

“Well then, Tm just 
‘who's seda "Not шын О 

Ryan leughed bitterly, "Oh, шо, 
You're the third kind of woman— 
the kind that’s worse than any other 
You're the woman who thnks it 
amusing to flaunt her sex continually 
—to keep her victims keyed up and 
expectant” 

She sud пош unmeditely, she 
knew 1 to be true Моге than any- 
thmg else she was worried because 
а break with Ryan would be embar- 
лаваш, after а it was really some- 


tung to have HIM to escort her 
around 

"Now you know,” he sud and wbis- 
Ней Өне Пу А cab slowed and swans 
m towards the kerb. "There's no point 
ın your comme any further, Liza” 


A pame бейей her "Ryan, you 
can't go off hkc that.” 

But he was xlready entermg the 
cab “Kahn's Bar,” she heard hım tell 
the driver before the door slammed, 
cutting him from her She stood 
there, clone m the warm darkness 
and tried to collect her thoughts 
After a while she started to walk 
back m the direction from which she 
had come 

She had covered about half the dis- 
tance when another cab came into 
sicht Liza made up her mmd and 
stepped, waving, on to the roadway to 
halt it 

"Kahn's Ber.” 

Jt was just like any of the bars 
in that area — a long, shiny room ар 
florid e» the juke box near the dance 
floor 

Liza walked through the door brisk- 
ly For once she did not worry about 
the cifect of her entrance But ага 
wae not a woman who could walk 
anywhere without drewmg stares 
Appreciative whistles greeted ber. 

‘Her eyes roamed, searchmg, but 'she 
could not sce him snywhere, he must 
have changed bis mund and gone 
somewhere else Lize went to the bar. 

Slamming, honey?” asked the bar- 
man, a ful-jowled man of Halen 
appearance, 

She said, “Оо you know Ryan 
Mathers?” 

"Sure I know hum,” affirmed the 
barman in a soapy voice 

"Non expecting him?” 

T guess hell be m some time to- 
mht Say— know you, you're the 
deme be's been treflmg around with.” 


"hye me something to drmk, will 
you?” 

"Such а?” ~ 

PIT leave ıt to you,” she told bum 
impatiently 

"The follow reached Behind hum for 

bottles, talking as he mixed the бишк 
"You know boney—this bar 15 sort 
оё unsuitable for someone like you 
If you'll take my advice, you'll have 
your drmk, then 80 back where 
you've come from” 

"Jm waiting for Ryan,” she said 
with force. 

He put the glass zn front of lier aml 
shrugged, "Ali nght. But don’t so 
making any trouble in here" 

She stared at hım angrily, "Do 1 
look os if І would?" 

He nodded and took out cigarettes. 
»T'ye seen you society dames before, 
you blow mto a place where you've 
no nght to be and then you start 
шейіт stesmed up because guys think 
you're here for the sime reasons as 
the other chicks” 

Someone slid a com mto the juke- 
box and it sterted to play, Eastside 
Boogie’ In the mirror bebind the 
barman's head, Liza could see two 
caunles move out on to the floor and 
bezm to dance, jerkily like marion- 
ettes 

"Рта Bho,” announced the barman, 
watching her dram the glass, 

"Well then, Elio,” Liza mstructed, 
"ЕШ that agam for me—and Га love 
к cigarette” 

"It may be hours before your boy- 
freud shows,” he said, boldmg the 
peck of cigarettes towards her, then 
strilang a match 

“Then you'll have to keep me 
amused,” she smiled in the way that 
had stirred so many men "Who's that 
fellow near the juke box?" 

She was talking about п man who 
bad just entered. Не wore а dark 
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blue suit and а darker blue shirt that 
exaggerated the strange pallor of his 
face Не was stikmgly handsome 

“That's Ben, he comes hera to Hs- 
ten to ihe music. He doesn't get 
much other amusement out of hfe” 

"He's very attractive,” mused Laza, 
starting on the second drmk, 

"To look at—yes,” admitted Ено, 
then added, "Wirt until Yve served 
those people along there and ТШ tell 
you about him” 

In the mirror, she saw the stranger 
fumble m a pocket, then hring out 
coins He chose one, put it mto the 
machine and selected another record 
The muse ended, but after only a 
second’s break the new disc swung 
on to the turntable, it was a tango 
The man rocked slightly on his heels 
to its rhythm 

Eho was hack Не filled her glass 
agan and hegan, "Ben's dumb Не 
was m the Navy durma the war— 
im destroyers. A ship he was in got 
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hadly shot up and Ben was wounded 
The wounds you could see healed up 
all night, but something happened to 
hus mind and they haven't heen able 
to do anything about that Hrs Speech 
went too. So now he goes round ín 
а half daze, һеаг all rıght, hut пог 
understanding much of what he hears 
He tries to answer but he can’t; all 
he can manage 1s a sort of grunt” 

"Yet he Шкея muse” 

"Yes. Likes to dance too, hut he 
doesn't get much chance.” 

"Why not?" she wondered, 

"The mils are а little frightened of 
him, I guess; he's harmless, Poor guy, 
hut there it ıs” 

Laze glanced towards the door, she 
had already lost interest in the dumb 
men and his story She was watching 
for Ryan 

But another hour had gone before 
he came and hy that time, Liza had 
emptied three more glasses Ryan 
was not alone, he was accompanied 


h like 
by а гї who was ушу шие 
Ше other gwls ın Kohn's Bar. 2 

"Don't you go starting anything, 
pleaded Elio. 

Cigarette out on the 
She ground а ы ш 
Without another word, she stood 
up and crossed unsteadily towards 
the juke hox where the strange man 
still stood rockmz On the way she 
brushed in front of Ryan and his 
rompanion, but pretended not to hear 
tus aiartled exclamation, 

Tha music stopped as she reached 
Ben's side There wes a hurt look 
on his face. 

Iaza said ın her caresssing voice, 
"Hello Ben, Would you dance with 
те?” | 

"The wonderful pale face turned to 
look down at her, a small hewilder- 
ment puckermy his forehead. " 

"What Ben 

She sad, "What's the matter 

Run out of change?" She held out 


some nickela and smiled, "Look, I've 
some.” 

The eyes dropped to the coins, then 
returned very slowly to her face. 
Then the worry shpped away and а 
smile took its place—a gentle, shy 
smile as he took one of the nickels 
from her ага longed to look at 
Ryan, but she forced herself not to 

Ben pushed the money anto the slot 
and moved to choose я number, She 
stopped hm quickly — "No, Ben — 
let me choose it; I want something 
тисе and slow for this" 

He stared at her hand, like a white 
hutterfly on Ins great wrlst, Then it 
fluttered away towards the rows of 
red huttons. The music started 

"Well Ben,” she demanded mpatie 
e when he only stood there Sce- 
mg that he didn't understand, she 

caught his sleeve and tugged Е 
smile returned to his face 

СЕС he placed а hand in the 

small of her back and they moved out 
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on io the Soor They were danemg 

After & few steps thc hand on her 
back hardened into stecl He rave à 
dule grunt thet was almost, but not 
quite в word. Laza had never had а 
partner like this—one who did not 
listen to the best so much gs feel и. 


She was swept easily mto steps she 
did not know and did not necd to 
know, it was as though she was gup- 
ved hy a force that was completely 
unaware of her existence Tt thrilled 
her, but at the same time frightened 
her. Ben was the perfect partner 
thst every women masmed danem 
with Yet thst silent strength! Still, 
it would serve her purpose, By the 
time the disc had played ziself out, 
Ryan would he so furiously jealous 
that she would have him back where 
she wanted him "А something tease’ 
he had called her All sight then, she 
would tease Inm 


She suddenly wanted to zunle; how 
perfect 1 war, this great dumb Ben 
Who was so wrapped m the music 
that he would not know what she 
was domg 


They dipped low, she thought her 
back would break Then a simple 
quarter turn brought them mto a 
position from which she could sec 
Ryan Perfect, he was starmg et her 
with resentful eyes, his partner ap- 
parently forgotten Now was the time 


Deliberately, she aquirmed aramst 
Ben, then stretched on her toes to 
Joss his check Не did not seem to 
notice ıt, but she knew Ryan had 
She did ıt agam Ben danced on, 
feeling the music. Agam she eaurht 
a glimpse of Rysn—half out of his 
char now and flushed 

Never had she enjoyed herself so 
much; he would be commz towards 
her soon to take her out of the place, 
and once he did that, she would have 
hım Once he ceme back she'd have 
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hmm To-mght she would be ás seduc- 
буе ss only she could be and he'd 
never agam have the stronuth to try 
nnd escape He would pay for to- 
might’s insult 

Somcone was walking alongside the 
dancers But 4 wasnt Ryan it 
was Ено “Hey it’s not so funny,” he 
was paying 

“Get away," hissed Газа, furious 
"Ben doesn’t mnd” 

She outdid her earher efforts, fore- 
my against Ben, brushmg with her 
Tips Tease eh! She was teasing Ryan 
now 

Quite suddenly, the big fellow ms- 
sed а step She had just kissed him 
full on the mouth and as she did it, 
ıt had almost seemed— 


She did st agam and to her horror 
she realised that she had not mag- 
med ıt Наз lips bad quiveied shght- 
ly in sn answer Не missed a step 
agm Но was dancmg—well stl, 
‘but no longer wonderfully Oh no! 
She had to get away from him; this 
strange creature had lost hus strange- 
ness and had become just snother 
man, 

“I have to go now,” she whispered, 
trying to pull away. Bui he danced 
on, holding her close to um. The 
fright became a terror 

“Ryan,” she called out But Ryan 
could noi hear her because, disgusted 
with the exhibition, hc had paid his 
hill and gone 

Ryan,” she called agam im vam 

The music ended, but the dumb 
man did not let her go. 

“Ben, 206 over," she informed lum 
shakily 

The strange eyes met hers and 
seemed to darken and grow larger 
Не grunted m a different way. 

Then as his hands moved, slowly, 
arresistubly, she hegan to seream. 


чуу 
I Jl 


“I can’t exactly describe her. But the women 
say “Вай? and the men say ‘ААР? 
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“Away from й all” 


by Gibson 


Go buy yourself a drow- 
ing ond pomting outfit 
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When your nerves are on 
edge ond the го е ond 
bang of the city reoches 
ап unbearable crescendo 


Arise before the down and 
travel os for owoy from 
people and the city os you 
can... 


Fınd the sublimest point 


А more omusing way 
of usıng art as a hobby 
1з drawing from life... 
This is quite economi- 
col, A chop | know 
took this upttwo years 
ago ond is still using 
his originol sketch book 
and pencil. 


. set yourself up 
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And you'il be surprised at the 
гезе... 
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STRANGER 
іі 


моо IN THE MOW . 

An Бадев news mcssare reports 
that & Hereford сочи, which had zone 
mismg for 35 days, was recently 
struck from the Lostand-Found Col- 
umns, Despite the blood-houndish 
hunimgs of exhausted search parties, 
the bashful bovine finally emerged 
under her own steam, . from what 
must have been the appetismg (but 
probably confined) recesses of a hay- 
stack Мов} feasible reconstruction 
of the happenmg 15 that Strawberry 
chewed her way so far that tha 
stack collapsed and held her fast; 
only when other cattle had mawed 
further portions from the stack, did 
Strawberry stagger once more mio 
the hhght of day. it had not been re- 
corded whether Strawberry continued 
to absorb further vands within her 
hidden paniry or whether she was 
content merely to chew what by that 
fne must have Ween her very ample 
cud 


А NIP OF NYLON... 

Now don't panic, you poppets! But 
we might as well warn you that the 
latest thing m the beau monde is the 
“nylon wine bottle" ‘The practice has 
been herun by those knowledzeable 
wine-bibbers, the French. For years, 
m the French Army, the humble 
"poiu'"—"the poor, bloody private,” 
40 you-hns msisted on a daily issue 
of half a litre of wine (regardless of 
circumstences and general slaughter) 
The consequent fatalities ін the Quar« 
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termasters’ Staff could not fail to 
give the High Brass furiously to 
think At last, however, the problem 
has becn solved. Experts have dis- 
covered a method of condensing wne, 
This condensed wine 1s placed m 
snylon contamers which hold about 


Шы When these nylon containers 5 


are immersed іп wine, they produce 
six litres of wme which 15 sad to 
Jose nothing of its flavour or Its 
value 


FOR BROWN BOMBERS .., 

It’s not so long ago since, in 1896, 
another exa m law-breaking was 
opened at Tonbridge (England), when 
one Walter Arnold was fined for 
using a "horscless carriage" without 
а permit and without & man with a 
ted flag preceding it. The luckless 
Mr Arnold was the first of the mul- 
iitude of racmg motorists; but even 
the most alarmust of Jobs could not, 
on the day of the arrest, have fore- 
seen that fifty-six years later his suc- 
cessors (m Britam alone) would be 
paying more than £100,000,000 a year 
ш taxation and another m 
fines. 

PAGING LOVERS’ LANE ... 

AUS firm claims that it has pro- 
duced the brightest light the world 

«has yet seen. It generates about 
3,000 million candle power It wll 
so the inventors clatm—be perfect 
for  hehthouses, for ilummating 
sports arenas end for all kinds of 
outdoor wok a£ might ,,, 
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"Авппа” is the newest Hollywood craze. It іш the way to health, 
happiness and old пас, vis yor ercıse3 taught by Indirs Devi, 
who taught this highwey to hot health in Indis and Shanghai 


for 12 years before going to Hollywood ihres years ago . . 
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4 
t 
ч, 
‘The “fah pose" (below) cures asthma, strengthens hack and nerves, and 
шау be held for up to тен minuter Miss Devi gives (above) expert advice 
on the “rocking chair exercise called the bow’ Hands grep ankles and 
students rock back and iorih on their slomacbs excellent for reducing 
а r 
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| BETTER HEALTH |- 


EYE-WASH .. 

Can your eyes be taken out and 
seraped? And there's absolutely no 
need to snarl abusive words on the 
subject of brash inventors of damn- 
fool questions! As а matter of fact, 
this belef—tantastic though it seems 
—s widely believed. Medical gecords 
present an imposing list of testifiers 
who are ready to take any oath thet 
it has actually happened to them, We 
do not wish to be spoil-sports, but 
we must report that these sclí-clected 
prodiaes are just plum 
lars Of course, И s not possible to 
scrape eyes, and there is no reason 
for wanting to do it if jt were pos- 
sible. Explanation of the legend? In 
minor eye operations the retractors 
may touch the check; and this cold 
impact has probably started the "old 
wives! tale.” 

ARM AND TOE... 

According to в New York news 
message, a newly-invehtcd electrical 
arm is the nearest thing yet to a 
natural arm The arm, powered by 
a tiny motor and controlled by the 
toes, permits «mputees—even those 
without arm stumps—to answer telen 
phones, write, unlock doors, light 
cigarettes, ete, without any awkward- 
mess Two {шу pneumatic bladders 
placed under the amputee's toes "act 
ав the steermg wheel.” By certain 
toe pressures оп the bladders, the 


^ 


user has emt simple signals of simple 
and simultaneous  mohons The 
xnecbanieal power 15 directed by the 
ioc signals to the desired part of 
the arm or hand There is no m- 
terference with normal working The 
arm requires no muscular tramme 
or special skill 


ANTI-ATOM - . 

Glasses that protect the eyes against 
X-ray and neutron radiation of atom 
smasbers, reactors and even atom 
bombs, have been developed through 
research directed by Dr Alexander 
Silverman, head of Pittsburg (US) 
University's department of science 
The world’s first neutron-absorbing 
glass contains cadmium boro-siheates 
with floundes Goggles of this glass 
are expected to guerd agemst catar- 
acts caused by accidental exposure 
to neutron beams which have affected 
several scientists in past years People 
ЕспегеПу might wear such glasses if 
an atome bomb attack 1s expected, 
WALKING BLOOD BANKS . . . 

Citizens of Chicago (U.S) сте 10 
have their blood-types tattooed below 
their left armpits The plan—which 
calls for voluntary tattooing—s de- 
signed for protection to the people 
in the event of enemy bombing The 
identifymg mark will be about three- 
eighths of an inch long, the process 
of tattoomi will be virtually painless 
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FANTASTIC 
Footprints 
on 
Time’s Sand 


JOHN ADAM 


ЗоныЄою 


What big feet left those 19-inch giveaways high up іп the Himalayss? 


'HOTOGRAPHS of footprints. uf 
"Snowmen" at high altitudes 
brought back recently by British 
leader of а Himalayan expedition, 
Enc Shipton, started something of a 
storm in the scientifle domam 

British Museum authorities claimed 
austérely that they were those of а 
Langur monkey, whose feet measure 
up to 19 inches, 

Himalayan peasants, howaver, in- 
six оп calling the creatures the 
*Ahommabie Snowmen” They be- 
leve it means stant death to look 
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atone They say the femele ıs larger 
than the male and does the wooing; 
the female eats the male Ё he 1s un- 
willmg—and sometimes eats him 
anyway 

Meanwhile, Shipton himself is un- 
convinced He says. “I believe we 
are on the verge of a great discovery 
because the footprints were too hgh 
up for them to be those of monkeys” 

Which leaves the question open for 
considerable scientie maybem, But, 
consider, 

Somethmg very similar happened in 


the Sixteenth Century and it still 
inspires а bit of bone-chewing among 
anthropologists. When the Spanish 
‘expedition led by Magellan m 1520 
landed ın the southern portion of 
South America, they found enormous 
footprmis m the sand 
One of the party exclumed m 
Spanish. "Que patagones!” (What big- 
footed people). and thus ıt came ahout 
that the rezion was called “Patagona” 
—s name which has persisted to the 
present dav: sometimes it 15 called 
the “Land of the Giants"—which 
brings up the question of the stature 
of the Indians 

Magellan's chronleler-m-chief, Pra 
fetta. describes the first Indian seen 
"He was so tail thst we reached only 
to his waist, and he was well pro- 
portioned. - . As the mant danced 
up and down his feet sank а palm 
into the ground...” 

A legend was Неше built, 

The next story about the "giants" 
came from Dutch explorer, William 
Cornelison Shouten, who landed in 
Patagonia in 1615. Shouten writes 
"Upon the highest part of the billes, 
‘we founde some burying places which 
"were heapes of stones; we pulled the 
stones aff from one of them and found 
men’s bones of 10 and 11 foote long 

"Then Charles Darwin, m the m- 
terasta of Evolution, visited Patszonia 
ahout к hundred years ago. 

In his hook about the voyage of 
HMS. Beagle, he describes the 
natives es the tallest he had met. 
averaging about sux feet. 

And anthropologists haven't yet 
made them minds up as to whether 
or not giants ever existed m Pata- 
soni, hut ıt is helieved that а race 
of exceedingly tall people really lived 
there 

But are the 
themselves? 


scientists. deluding 


Smee the well-dressed Indians of 
the Sixteenth Canturv favoured font- 
wear consisting of moccasins of 
gumaco or seal hide—zs do thar 
modern counterparts— perhaps the 
mystery of the outsize footprinis 
eould he explamed on this whimsical 
habit 

To-day at ıs difficult to tell A studv 
of the Indians reveals many bizarre 
customs—hut no Numher 15 feet 

The Indians of Patagoma, like those 
of other South Amerlean countries, 
had migrated southward from North 
American stock, which оғцапаЙу had 
come from Айа by way of the Bering 
ънви The main trihes ere the 
Teheulehes (south men). Alzucanos 
(war men), Pechuniches (north men). 
Puclehes (east men), and the 
Pehuenches (pme men) 

The Теһешсһез are the tallest 
among the triber, and pure strains 
sre still to he found in the regions 
adjoining the Andes 

Until early in the seventies, the 
Indians were the sole masters of their 
wild domèn im the far south. for 
white men had only settled in a few 
places along the coast where ships 
cocessionally called 

In appearance the Indians are well 
proportioned, have thick matted hair, 
reddish hrown eomplexton, but lack 
the breadth of nostril characteristic 
of more prumitive races 

Marmage is probably an easier ar- 
rangement m Patagonia than else- 
where—outsde Russia There 15 mo 
ара compulsion—the hoy friend 
merely takes his quota of presents to 
his "steady" and whan he accepts 
presents m reium, the deal is 
clinched. 

Although there із no limit pleced 
on the number of wives, the aver- 
age modest Indian feels that two are 
about ав many as he сап handle— 
which 15 still saying something. 
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Immorality 16 not a social problem 
among the Indians, though contact 
with the white men's more heady 
drmks has created one. 

Publie 14е ıs also characterised by 
something approaching mud-Victorian 
standards, mixed bathing, for ex- 
ample 1s still forbidden. 

Both sexes have the cosmetic urge, 
the persistent winds of the area make 
some form of sun tan and face lotion. 
amperetive. In peacetime, red 1s the 
base preferred, bleck 1s the choice 
for war paimt with a touch of white 
under the eyes Here agem, the men 
take st easy as the women have to do 
the fixing 

Earlier writers, including Darwm, 
clamed thet a umque form of eanni- 
Байып was practised by the natives 
m Tierra del Fuego. According te 
reports, the Indians held an annual 
feast which amounted to a kind of 
elimination of the old people. 


The participants assembled under a 
small flexible tree selected for the 
occasion Having hoisted the old 
people on to some of the branches, 
the men below shook the tree vio- 
lently until some of the old men and 
women fel! to the geound like over- 
ripe apples. Immediately the on- 
lookers pounced on them and Ше 
victims were killed and roasted for 
eating 

The remaining old people who were 
strong enough—or lucky enough—to 
hang on, were allowed to come down 
and join in the feast, A year later 
when the dev arrived again, they 
were once more hoisted up and the 
same performance repeated. 

In spits of evidence submitted by 
Darwin regexding thus unique feast— 
which ıncidentally fitted in with his 
own theory about the survival of the 
fittest—later mvestigators claim that 
cannibalism has never been practised 

Others meanmgly hint that “where 
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ta,” there is nothing to say 


there's smoke there's fire.” monsters were not 


Apart from the allezations of occas- 
sonally eatme human flesh, horse 
flesh 1s the prmeipel item on the 
Indian menu; tuberous roots and wild 
vegetables are also meiuded. They 
are not pluttons—tike modern Ameri- 
сап cfficiency experts, when necessary 
they “prefer to work rather than eat” 

Both men and women prefer pipe 
smoking, sometimes children of three 
or four get д whiff Mixtures of 
tobaceo and native herbs are favoured 
and continual cleaning with ostrich 
feathers 15 part of the ritual 

Horse racing, card playing and 
Батан are the chief amusements 


Some of Ше carly pioneers of Pata- 
opz bragged about them feats of 

less slaughter and week-end 
huntmg trips when they used to chase 
Indian canoes m steamboats and 

tham oif like ducks 

Typical of the cruelty of the carly 
ays was that of a rancher whose 
"Shrep were occasionally supplement- 
img the horse flesh diet of the Indians. 


SUBURBAN HEIGHTS. 


Finally a pact was arranged and 
to celebrate the rancher mvzted the 
whole tribe to a "fiesta" to celebrate 
А barrel of wme was tapped to top- 
off tha show and everybody made 
merry—but not for long. 

"The rancher had put strychnine into, 
the wine. A whole tribe was wiped 
ош, not even the babes escaping 
со 

It was nent, efficient, comparatively | 
painless .1i$ you weren't 100 
humane 


By GLUYAS WILLIAMS 


Dice are of the home-made varkty, 
but nowadays moderd cards hava re- 
placed the tribal type. The Indians 
ere not plkers and when games run 
high, they bet horses, saddles and 
other prized personal possessions, 

The office of witch doctor 15 not 
hereditary—but is decidedly hazard- 
ous Не ıs expected io combine the 
functions of а fortune teller, wizerd 
and medicine man, failure to predict 
correctly means death, 

Death of an Indian has far-reaching 
consequences. All hig dogs and other 
anmals sre killed, ornaments and 
huntiny weapons are placed ш a heap 
and burned The meat of the dead 
horses 15 distributed among relatives. 


The body ıs sewn up m a mantle 
їл a siting position and buried face 
the cast; а сета of stones is then 
erected over the mte and the death 
is never arain mentioned, 

Unlike most natives no religious 
festivels are observed. The new moon 
has а significance for fertility mites, 
but there ıs no sun worship and uo 


If WASNT UNTIL FRED PERLEY, THE LAST ТО LEAVE HE PARTY, 


idols, 

And nobody seems to be worshipped 
as The Chief Biz-Foot 

Still, there may be another explana- 
tion. If the ancient explorers did hap 


5 
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DISCOVERED STRANGE OBJECTS IN His POCKETS АКО А CONSPICUO! 
VOD WHERE THE KEY OF THE CAR OUGHT ТО GE, ‘THAT НЕ REALIZED THAT HE 

HAD SOME ONE ELSE $ CORT AND SOME ONE ELSE HAD GONE OFF WH HIS 
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A gentleman of the Press strikes 


erackpots, squealers, rogues, goons 


. and wily cadgers like Clancy. 


CEDRIC R. MENTIPLAY 


such interesting people! 


ТВ а standard conversational gam- 

‘bit—always bas been, ever since the 
first dally edition Ви the streets 
You're at almost eny sort of a social 
gathering, see? The hostess steers 
you over to a pop-eyed. twittering 
little Lhfe-of-the-party and produces 
your dog-tazs The lass lights up all 
over with synthetic charm, and—You 
set yourself Wait for X! Here it 
comes 

"Oh, so you're a journalist? Га 
gust adore to be а journalist, Mr 
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McHagcrnsnoop! You must meet 
such inierestmg people!" 

Maybe she wonders why you turn 
away, muttermg to yourself and 
chewing the гешаш of your cocktail 
glass, Maybe she doesn't, for she 
1s schooled эп the belief, ва they all 
are, that all journalsts, are chrome 
mebnates, shehily sfr-crazy, and in 
general most original characters She 
has seen ell the pictures of Holly- 
wood's crime-buxting, hat-wearme, 
editor-eatmg — reportoril paladins 


ince "The Front Page," and your 
Press pass is plemly showme 

So we meet people. Interesting? 
Well, Ive been m ihe game twenty 
years, and Y «Ш don't know 

The people you read about эп the 
papers are wnteresting because they've 
had "the treatment," That's our zob 
No, there's no falsification mvolved, 
merely a careful sifting, a dumping 
of the dross, Even the dullest per- 
son may sparkle ocensionally — and 
make news when he doer, 

People tend to fall mto sharply de- 
fined and nauseating clasmes as coon 
as wa declare oursalves Thert’s the 
crackpot, who may believe he's апу- 
body from the original Napoleon io 
the murderer of the latest unidenti- 
fled corpse There's the peddler 
of hot news (he swears) at а price 
that would purchase three Mam- 
braces and two Shannons. There's 
the man who can't be quoted, and 
the “emment publie figure” (you've 
never beard of the сау) who must he 
quoted m full And there's the shy 
soul who shuns pubherty—and who 
gives Шке Ol Man River when he 
finally allows himself to be cornered. 

Diverse types, ch? But they «ll 
scream m the same shrill kcy, bless 
fem, when they read the next day's 
paper Musreported! Twisted? Vic- 
timised! Sure they said it, just as 
we took ıt down—but they were 
just talking words, end here ıt ıs m 
small type, depressingly permanent 
The Boss won't like it at all, Curse 
the Press! 

Under these emcumstances ап am- 
bassador and a navvy sound about 
the same, if you ignore the vernacu- 
lar. The size doesn’t matter. Before 
very long the chronic squealer be- 
comes well known to every journal- 
ist—but it's our job, and we've got 
to stay with them. One of the worst 
1 have ever known, and surely the 
most press-conseious of all His 


late Mayesty’s representatives, was а 
Governor-General, although not of 
Australia 

That fellow ‘really had the game 
sewn up His honeyed phrases 
spilled mto print like a печег-едйши 
tide. because he ordered it that way 
He was one of the "all or nothing" 
class, with the nnplied threat that 1f 
"nothing" was the verdict the paper 
concerned would miss out on the 
next important official pronounec- 
ment An inveterate flower nnd dog- 
show opener, he insisted that every 
proof contanmg his pearls of wisdom 
should be submitted бо Вака personally 
before publication! 

Crazy? Well, maybe not—but 1 
have known editors of city dalies 10 
sit chewmg ther nuls in an ante- 
room while the Great Man okayed 
some of his remarks about Berk- 
shire boars, 

Sometimes his reaction was so poti- 
five that hends rolled on the report- 
ing staffs Journalasts used to brenk 
out m a cold sweat when they saw 
their names pencilled in ақашгі the 
dreaded assignment 

Once а senior man, a tough mem- 
ber of the breed, covered а suburban 
flower-show at which the Governor- 
General appeared end delivered an 
apparently off-the-cuif oration. The 
reporter gave the show the run he 
thought ıt deserved Thet night, за 
response to an imperious summons, 
а proof was sent to Government 
House Back it came in quick tme. 
heavily penciled Оп the margin 
were the words "I think this young 
man Would be better employed im 
another avenue of occupation!" The 
Vice-Resal swnature followed 

Funny? Well, as зі happened, 1% 
was The reporter concerned was 
about the best тпелі on the staff, so he 
didn't sufer—but it could have 
meant the rumation of a younger 
mon 
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Still, there are exceptions 

Туе met quite a few of the world’s 
great men, and only one of them 
seemed to measure up to his reputa- 
tion His name, by the way, was 
Churchill The others—well, some- 
how or other they seemed to be 
playing 2 part, or, rather, io be over- 
playing zt, аз ham actors do 1 think 
ihere should be a sort of Oscar-m- 
reverse awarded annually to the 
“famous name" who rives the worst 
ampersonation of himself. 

From world figures to creckpots Is 
a change of pace, but they have much 
in common, though the crackpots are 
shrhily more predictable 

One of them bailed me up one day 
for а couple of hours with a cunning 
iue weapon made of rezar blades 
embedded m cork 


I was sitting in the large, empty 
reporters’ room of my paper, an еуеп- 
ing децу, when he came m. The 
other blokes had shot through to the 
corner pub, as it was late on а hot 
summer afternoon, I was concentrat- 
mg on some Saturday supplement 
copy when I became aware of an odd 
smell, It seemed compounded of 
old clothes, unwashed bodies, and 
embalming ші 1 looked up—and 
there was Clancy. 

He started with a glowing account 
of my quahtes es a writer and 
philanthropist, and hit me for а 
tenner No ве А sliehtly longer 
spiel, ending with some light-hearted 
abuse, and he appealed for а fiver 
Му resistance hardened In any case, 
the man was jitterimg all over ike 
а Caro muscle-dancer, though he 
wasn't nearly as photogenic, Another 
pony shandy and he'd have been 
clmbmz up the well, Anyway, І 
didn't have a fiver 

Clency lewered Ins sights again 
One httle quid, then, for an honest 
old busted-down forger. Тап bob I 
went on with my work — Whan I 
looked up agam he was practically 
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parting my hair with Ма closed fist. 
He was tall and thin, but in no shape 
for a fight, and Î told him so. I also 
suggested he get to hell out of the 
office before I assisted bus exit 

He mbbered а bit His ayes looked 
queer, the whites bloodshot and the 
pupils milky I had another good 
look at his fist It was opened just 
sufficiently to display the edges of 
helf a dozen blades 1 knew about 
those In an alley downtown a couple 
of nights previously а man had bled 
to death after an encounter with gust 
such a weapon Му throat felt 
suddenly dry end very vulnerable 

He started to talk agun, quite 
lucidly, zomg back over lus early 
days and struggles, one or two love 
affairs, a session at the Old Bailey 
It was wonderful. novel material, you 
understand, but I wasn't listening 
very hard I have one eye on the 
door, my legs tensed under me ior 
a duck dive 

But Clancy's eyes never wavered 
They were fixed on a mark between 
my ew and collar, Whatever I did, 
Clancy would get ın опе good swipe 
first—and one would be enough, I 
did nothmz Ву and by I started to 
talk back a little, to ask questions 
At the same 1 zot my hand m my 
pocket to check my financial posi- 
ton , It wasn't so good The besl 
I could do was а florm I pulled 1t 
out, tossed it on the table. Clancy’s 
ayes didn't even fücker, 

In the end he talked himself out 
"The craziness went out of his eyes 
and was replaced by a curious blank 
look Не tectered slowly forwnd, 
told me I was his greatest friend 
patted ma on the shoulder m a 
fatherly manner, and walked out Ths 
florm still lay on the table I looked 
at the clock Three mmutes to six— 
that meant two hours of it! It also 
meant—I grabbed the coin and 
sprinted for the door 1 was thirsty, 
too But I went the back way! 
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THE HOME OF TO-DAY (No, 891 еге by 


. WATSON SHARP, А.К.А.І.А. 


^ ÜYDOOR 


e _JUTLOOK 


The trend to outdoor living has been 
responsible for home plans which fea 
ture large areas of glase—aometimes 
windows, bui more frequently Яооге-- 
overlooking a stone paved terrace Рог 
the terrace to be really useful some 
measure of protection from prevailing 
winds is desirable, os із also partial 
shade and weather protection — Thus 
the L shaped plan haa developed, to 
gether with the use of very wide eaves 
—and sometimes а pergola as well— 
over at edet portton of the terrace. 
Here Is a two-bedroom home plan 
which incorporates many of today's 
most desircble features Plate glass 
siding doors, with large windows each 
side, provide access io the terrace The 
bedroom wing gives the necessary pro 
tectlon from wind cmd wide saves pro- 
vide shade and ehelter to the terrace 
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ав well аз to the mein entrance door 

The living room tr used for meals and 
has a direct connectlon to the modem 
Xilchen Each bedroom has its own 
builtin cupboard Thera ts also à 
roomy linen cupboard and а storage 
wall at опе end of the living room 

The bathroom—betwesn the two bed 
fooms—is fitted up in the modern man 
mer and features а ssparate shower 
тесевт 

А sombmodern exterlor treatment Is 
suggested in the accompanying aketch, 
but the plan is such that many differ 
ent treatments, Tanging from extreme 
moderns to period, are possible with 
very little amendment to the princlpal 
features of the layout 

The minimum width of land required 
ib accommodate this houso is 50 fect 
and the overall area 1100 square feet 
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At midnight in Oema Bem the; 

"y gathered for o you 
e dd weird sword dance . , , Вай Akang, the p 
patron of murder, liked to be appeased with a head, 


LESTER WAY 


murder dance in Borneo 


Of BEM was an improbable 
place ın which to find a Holly- 
wood cameraman Та fact, Oema Bem 
wes an improbable plece 
And the cameraman was there, по 
team of tochniczmns, processors, and 
experts—just the cameraman, а ruy 
named Ches Miller His camera was 
set up іл the corner of a large room 
where Пуакх were celebiatmz, he 
had а bodyguard of three armed 
Malays, and that wes oll И was 
midnight, the celebrations were 
reaching a chmax, a young wernor 
m ап ecstacy was doing a dance, 
swishmg wildly with his sword, 
praneimg in ever-widenme circles, 


coming nearer the camera with each 
turn 
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His sword sang vitiously as ıt 

slashed past the lens and glanced off 
at with a thin protest He danced 
away, and the entire village waited 
for the next tira around They all 
knew what wes going to happen 
Müller knew also, 

Thus wes a sacred festival; the 
Wernor was m a trance, he was the 
helpless puppet of Bah Akang, the 
great spirit-patron of murder If the 
warrior slashed off a head m his 
wild dance, he would be blameless. 
And he was кошш to, everyone could 
see that, but no one would offend the 
pieat spurt by stoppmg hım 

That cameraman had hımself kicked 
off the run of шок that was bemg 
celebrated The Dyaks knew that, 


ley didn't have a thing араб Вип, 
d yet they were sitting breathless, 
fing fer him to be murdered, just 
muse It was part of the соск-суей 
tup in that smprobeble piace. 


Tt was а mean, unimportant village 
Upper Borneo Jungle crowded 
almost overwhelmmg the village, 
ші the pillars and doors of the 
uses were exquisitely carved, and 
"гаја" set enthroned on а disc 
Ё solid gold. 

He sat on pure gold al day, then 
slept in rancid grease on the kitchen. 
loor—snurshny asamst his wife, à 
ple, and two mangy dogs. 

The celebrabons that brought в 


"sword whistling under Chas. Miller's 


chin were Just pirt of {Йе same crazy 
pattern. 

He had come looking for pletures, 
either moving or still. He had found 
the village starving, sunk in desper- 
ate, helpless gloom, Yet, in the clear- 
ing beyond, was е rich crop of rice 
begging to be harvested There was 
enough rice to feed ihe village for & 
year, 


They wouldn't harvest it because 
the spirits, omens, and rpad rules 
thet governed these hill-billy head- 
hunters were agemst them 

А certsin Kind\of bird had to Пу 
over the villae. It had to wheel to 
the left and бу away, and until that 
happened, no Dyak would cut a single 
atalk of rice 


Starving men are not notoriously 
hosmtable, and Оста Bem did not 
welcome Chas. Miller, Most of them 
had never seen e white man, and 
only the rajah had seen a cemere, 
As for the glamour of Hollywood, 
not even & cameraman could bring 
glamour through the ram-forest and 
over those peaks. So Taman Bit, the 
rajah, received Miller with a shot- 
gun over his koee 


Muller temporised and got grunts ак 
answers Taman Ви bersn making 
careless gestures with his shot-sun, 
so Maller, spesking па English, ordered 
‘one of his Malays to get а smell stick 
of dynemute from his pack, While 
the Melay was on the errand, Miller 
began to boast of his own powerful 
magic, he offered to give е demoa- 
stration, using Taman Bit's shot-sun 

‘Miller got the dynamute, palmed it 
got hold of the shot-gun, and shipped 
ihe dynamite down iis barrel He 
mede sure there was a live shell m 
the breach, and them, with а lot of 
hocus-pocus, he propped the gun 
agamst a post, tied a string to its 
tngver, warned everybody away, and 
pulled the string. 

Tt was the bigest noise any of 
those Dyaks had ever heard, lt 
knocked them on their backs, blew 
the verandah off the rejeh'a house 
and scared birds ın the nearby jungle 
into excited fisht—ineluding the bird 
of good omen Every bird wheeled n 
every possible direction, во the sacred 
bird couldn't help giving the right 
signal. 

Harvestine the over-tipe crop of 
nice started withm ten minutes with 
the swish of those wings. 

Miller was there to get a film of 
a hoxd-hunt, This was the right tima 
to get It, The omens were with 
them; the Dyaks felt ready for any- 
thing; and they needed fresh heads 
Only heads newly teken would bring 
the all-powerful spirit of Вап Akang 
to dwell among them, and only Bali 
Akang could keep sway the evil 

That ıs why the Dyaks hunt heads 
The chief may have e fine array of 
grinning skulls; each warrior may 
possess one or more himself; but the 
life-givmg virtue goes out of them 
as they crow stale .. . and the village 
langurshes. Fresh heads are needed 
io bring the power of Вай Akang 
back into the kampong 
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ET another explanation of 

the Biblical “manna” bas 
recently been advanced by 
the US. Natonal Museum, 
Throughout the regions trav- 
ersed by the Israehtes grows 
a species of lichen. In storms 
it ıs blown loose from rocks 
m the mountains and deposit- 
td in the valleys. Nomad 
tribes m the Middle East 
highly prase its sweet, suc 
culent taste. Some use it for 
bread-makinz; others пих it 
with meal for flavourmg A 
recent fall m Turkey saved 
a tube from starvation, 


The Oema Bem wurriors decided 10 
get heads from the nex: village 
the conventional thng 

The rajah invited Miller to ga along, 
and Miller says he refused Maybe 
he did. On the other hand, when he 
told the story, he каче а circumstan- 
ual account of every detail, of direc- 
tons end reactions, It sounded very 
Uke the account of a first-hand ob- 
server, 

There were twenty-üve warriors, 
enough io make a successful surprise 
atiack They crept around the other 
village fll they came io a banana 
grove Then they lay there waiting 
lor ап unsuspectine vactmm, 

They waited two days. As no one 
came, they suddenly decided that the 
grove was haunted by malignant 
spirits They fled in a рапс and it 
took another two days to find enough 
good omens to start hack, 

This time, they actually did en- 
counter three men in a little cleared 
space. The men were squatting over 
а fire roasting a wild pig, Twenty- 
fva hesd-hungry warnors wera 
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within a few yards of them Бебиге 
they realised И. But they sprang up 
and drew théir swords, 

Miller is certam that Taman Вин 
men would have run away screaming 
if the three hadn't run first. One of 
there three dived into the jungle and 
xot away The others tried to, but 
too late, Teman Вин mun charged 


Üne msn did get sway, but the 
party from Oema Bem took three 
heads just the same. They swarmed 
over the viciums ш a tangled mass 
and went down When the mass 
untamed, it hed three heads, but 
it was a party of only twanty-four 

Apparently that didn't matter; Вар 
Akang didn't keep close accounts. А 
head was a-head, and the warriors 
smoked and cured all three with 
equal care They cared hack tha 
head of ther own brother with as 
much rejoicing as the other two. 

Ceremony followed ceremony, and 
Miller got his pictures, Every ob- 
servance, bowever, was a means of 
dunking ın the spirit of Balt Akang, 
the murder-spirit of the Bornes 
jungle, and there was no festival 
atmosphere about ıt The celebrations 
lasted eizht days; aud on the елй 
ıt approached hysterta. The thought of 
murder, of the sudden severmg of a 
head, became а hypnotic obsession. 

And somethmg else During those 
esht days there was а taboo against 
dove. That taboo was having its effect, 

The girls were excited to a primi- 
fave wantonness by the prevailing 
hysteria. The very knowledge that 
they were taboo mitensified their 
passions. The blood-heating lust 10 
Rill was brought to exploding-point 
by maddenmg girl-hunyer, and one 
lust fed tha other. 

Tt was the eighth, and final, night 
of celebration, A young warrior 
danced, whirhng his sword, slashing 
it in the direction of Chas Miller's 


neck, circbag, coming ever mearet 
His eyes were almost dosed, his 
movements were trance-like, 

‘As the werrlor danced away in lus 
widening circle, Miller was in а cors 
ner beside his camera. He had i! 
focussed on а dhalk-merk he had 
‘made оп the floor to tell him when 
to use bis flash-powder to get а per- 
fect “stil.” At the next circuli, oe 
dancing warrior would take his head, 
but Miller watched the man’s ie 
Не saw them fall on the chalk-mar! А 
and he sprung the trier thet ке 
off the flash. н Е 

He blinded the prancing warrior ao 
thal be tripped over the трой, went 
down in a tangle of photographie 
equipment, and lost bis sword на 

Dyaks were too awed cven to тан 

they just sat shll and howled 

3 rror 


the 
Another «Непсе settled on 
crowd, sull tense with the strain of 
expectation. Behind tha expectation 
were eight days of po 
eight mghts of repression, 0: - 
heated celtbacy. It had to find m 
outlet, Miller was still there, sti 
in bis corner, 

He glanced at Ins watch; it was 
past midnight, He went to Taman 
But, and whispered in bus ear, 

The stram left the rajah’s face 
instantly, His eyes rleamed with a 
new licht as be eked slavering lips 
He gave the signal 

Miller was forgotten. He was ғо 
completely forgotten that he had to 
witness the scene. Man-bunery ms 
and woman-starved braver collapsed 
ın a huddled mass 

That was something Miller didn’t 
photograph 
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Ет Це about 
income ® Which, no doubt, probably 


Curl won't speak to him since he took her ridmr on the pillon-seat . .. he 
thinks she must be sore about something e Crime Corner Our Tame Whodunit 


* Golden Thought For The Month: No one is entirely useless, even the 
worst of us cen serve as Horrible Examples e Which reminds us of a lass 
who thinks high heels were invented hy a short girl who roi tired of being 
kissed on the forehead a Тор в for Topers "The surest way to lose your 
health 15 to keep drinkmg other people's е Our old friend "Anon" is respon- 
sible for the observation that a hobby is something you Ко goofy over to 


THEATRICAL HIGH-LIGHT: There's a theatrical scout in town who's 
liable to be assassinated at any moment; recently, he informed a hopeful 
chorine that only two things stood between her and her future as а Great 
Dancer - They were her legs 


70 CAVALCADE June 1952 


т кале 
on oe nen ИЧЧҮ 
ERAS ows Oe iow. 


TOOD" 
EO CTY е A EAGER 
EMEN = == 

> 


т 


CAVALCADE, June 1952 


AND THES WATER POURS 
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THE EURASIAN BEAUTY WAS SLIM, TAWNY, LANGUID 
BUT AS DESTRUCTIVE AS A WILD HURRICANE 


MINA GRAY е FICTION 


i was қимай m the Dutch Bay al of the drum bad haunted the mud» 
‘Tanjong Redeb when Koster enme n sifted Ute pori That was partly 
Г hadn't heen m the port since the why 1 was pleased (о see Jan 
end of the war and it was wood to Koster Не couldn't stop me sweating 
see the wrarth-like Dutch doctor'à at fhe drum beats, but we could talk 
familiar feen Та the old days he and a hit and forget them 
Versteegh had been the twm kings He sat down heavily and we talked 
of the island of Pandjang, Koster be- for an hour Не seemed glad, as ж 
cause he knew all the native dialects the unessy horror was hanging over 
and half а dozen European languages lum also, though he was no stranger 
and could be very ureful to a strange io Simman Id heard the legendary 
army, Versteezh because this was his Drum only once before myself Dur- 
island His great grandfather had ing the war years it had thudded 
fought off Chinese pirates to зеШе on for three days und one of the Deu» 
ft, and all the Versteechs since had — tenant's “ajongos," a nice lad, had 
been born m the great shadowy eol. faled to appear to serve breakfast 
ontal рейдсе he-had built for his bride They found his body in fhe Licuten- 
st fhe foot of the island's highest ant's garden with по mark of viol- 
mountain, ence onat .. only а mad look of 

Pandjang has sinister beauty that terror on the contorted face. = 
ean pull а man back from the ends ‘Koster had examined the body and - 
of the earth, but ıt as a beauty yelled shrugged umpassively. "Its usual to 
in a curse, The curre of the Drum the victun of Sman .. that look 
of Sirman, For three days since my Та persuaded him to tell me the | 
ship had come за, the pulsing menace legend of the drum of Smnan or 


| 


"The Drum That Is Louder Than 
Silence" ss the natives call ıt. 

"You think,” he smd, “there is 
nothing in silence . , but here in 
Pandjang we ere familar with the 
Indden horror of silence Because 
when there is silence and empty sun- 
Ught and no living form breaking а 
twig, then there 1s something terrible 
moving m that void of sound Some- 
limes it shtheis from tree to tree, 
sometimes 16 stands mpplne yellow 
and black stipes in the shadow of 
cajiput leaves -, and sometimes it 
pads on two feet . but more ter- 
tible even than silence m the jungle 
18 the voice of Siman's drum." 

И appeérs that when the gods 
walked the earth in the becimnmng of 
hme, they were allotted human forms 
so that they might sppear amongst 
men without comment But on the 
day that these bodies were ven to 
tham, Sirman—who is the guerdian 
of violence and all things such as 
volcanoes, avalanches and hurricanes 
Was away in Pandjang attending to 
a local volcano . . во that he was 
overlooked and did not receive a 
human body In #reat anger then, 
Sinnan has seized the body of a man 
every five years or sa for a thousand 
years, and he will continue to do so 
until there are no more men on the 
island of Pandjeng 

I was thinking of the murderous 
legend and its mysterious brotherhood 
nf followers when Koster dropped his 
head suddenly in his long waxy 
hands, 

The action shocked me 1 sud, 
emharrsssed, “Wheres Versteegh 
these days? Td never particularly 
Liked the stif-necked arrogant lord of 
the island, although Га spent several 
Week-ends at the house where past 
Versteeghs had amassed so many of 
the treasures of the east, carved teak 
tables, pearbshaded атр, Банк 
saronZS . . . It was unreal, that pal- 
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ace of the Verstceghs, and the man 
himself had had more then the usual 
share of family pride, $ 

Koster culped down his Bols and 
secmed to come to some decision 
“Не merid after the war, you 
heard?” he amd. 

І started, "Who?" With a mental 
Picture of what kmd of pink and 
white wie Versteegh would choose 
for the mother of future lords of 
Pandjang After ай he could afford 
to he selective, he was reputed to 
he а millionaire m pre-war days. 
"What w she like” , 

Koster still had lus pale eyes on 
me with their odd, drowned ex- 
pression, Hava you ever reen a 
hurricane? That mvisihle aweromc 
force thet suddenly destroys every- 
thing it touches. | there are women 
Шке that , . . I think they cannot 
help themselves - - ." he paused and 
let his head fall m his bands agam 
in the жау that Най disturhed me 


Around us the drum pulsed with 
ghostly consistency. 1% filled the 
zoom, drowning out the sound of rest- 
less palms outside |. it filled my 
head until the hot damp air pulsed 
with it Jt wes impossible that a 
drum beaten so far away could baunt 
this shadowy reom Yet how far 
away was ıt .ı - nohody knew... 
ıt was like a mehtmare The veins 
stood out on Kosters waxy fore- 
head, 

"Verstcogh married a woman of 
our islands . a Eurasian,” he said 
harshly Then he let hus grm mouth 
relax into some kind of bitter smile, 
"You know our proverh here. To a 
man in love, even the mouth of a 
crocodile holds a fine view It was so 
with Versteegh Geisen helones to 
Boco. She is probably the most heau- 
tiful thang that muddy lıttle island has 
ever produced” Fis eyas flickered вз 
he seid it. 

"She is twenty years younger than 
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Versteegh.” He told ina the story of 
Versteerb's incredible marringe while 
the drum pulsed in that green gloom 

“Geisan was already known to пя 
when Versteegh brought her to live 
bere. There hed been several un- 
fortunate deaths an her village Un- 
fortunately, she was not only beauti- 
ful, she had something else . . . a 
disturbing force that allows nothing 
to escape. — like a hurricane attract- 
mg everything into iis destructive 
pai. " He slared into the shadows 
agam, unconscious that he had shpped 
from the past into the present tense 

“At Brst she seemed contented with 
all her new treasures — You know 
Verstsevh's house up there H fitted 
her admirably .. then she began to 
£row bored with her white husband 
who was, after all no longer a boy 
He had not the fire of her native 
lovers Versteegh did not feel the 
impatienca m her body, as one can't 
see the troubled water m a vessel if 
one sits all day admiring its tender 
curves” 

1 did not question how Kostar knew 
зо much of the Verstecghs' private 
Ше He 15 the only white man on 
Pandjang whom its lord considers fit 
їо associate with. and he bad al- 
ways been а constant guest at the 
great house, 

I tried to bring a lighter note mto 
the deepening ploom, “It sounds the 
usual story of ‘after the honeymoon’,” 
І grinned, 


“In Amsterdam it would have 
been ordinary out here on 
Pandjang .. . no” 


“But it ended up all right,” I 
msisted ү 

He smiled at me агаш with that 
peculiar mad-seeming smile 

He went on "You know how Ver- 
steczh always intended to retire to 
Holland and leave a mansyer here. It 
was unfortunate that he had no 
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younger brother to follow him in the 
usual way. He decided to educate а 
suitable man Не chose the half- 
natlve son of old Kloos . a clever 
pleasant boy with a university edu- 
tation It must have seemed а per- 
fect choice 1 suppose though it 
wes Inevitable that some kind of 
amorous mterest should arise be- 
tween the boy and .. Geisan” 

Tt struck me suddenly that he had 
never once called her Vrouw Vers- 
ісері only "Сезап” 

Koster went on, "I tried to warn 
(ве boy 1 tried to explam about 
this woman from Boeo That she had 
no thoughts of him other than the 
ecstacy his strength and youth could 
bring he But it had already 
Fone too far, he couldn’t hsten 
Next fime I passed through I knew 
the situation was worsa, She 
was alresdy tired of young Kloos 
and was extracting a good deal of 
entertwpment out of torturmg hun 
in front of Versteegh. It was a bad 
ime of the year and, in addition, the 
Drum had started to beat You 
know what a horror that сал be to 
a white man alone wih the 
prickly situahon in Versteeah’s house 
Il wes hell“ 

Г broke in, "Why dont you whites 
get iogeiber and stamp the thmg 
out” 

He smiled faintly, "How do you go 
about stampmg out something you 
can’t touch you know how closely 
kept the secrets of the Brotherhood 
of Sinnen are” 

It was true Тһе brown men of 
Pandjang are a strange, secret people 
whose frst ancestor was the snake 
with the scoipion’s tail . and no 
planter dares anger them too much 
Nobody wes reputed ever to have 
hacked the Drum back to Из source 
22. or those who had ventured had 
not returned. 

Koster went on, "Well 


. 
«+ I realised 


SUSPENDED 
WITH 
SKEWERS 


The Hopi Indiana af Armono had 
a raltgious ritual aa gruesome 
аа апу other in the world. 


ТЕЁ Hopi Indians hved m the hot 
arid, treeless world of South-west 
North America, in the агеа now known 
as Атропа, ‘They still hve there, 
though thar old customs have been 
greatly changed by the influence of 
white civilisation. 

Particularly the Sun Dance. Ив ori- 
gm m lost из antiquity, and in a modi- 
fied form it ıs still one of thetr mem 
ceremomes Normally the dance 15 
performad by several warriors who 
have individually escaped danger, and 
therefore band together to thank the 
gods for ther past help, and to ask 
them (cunningly) to ensure their 
future security- While there 1з no 
date set for the rite, it Is always in 
summer, 

‘The ceremony usually lasts until 
the dancers ure exhausted, but at one 
stage the warrlors stare openeyed at 
the blazing вип, often causing them- 
selves serious injury. In the old 
days the most spectacular and gruc- 
some part of the ritual was the selt- 
mutilation practised by the dancers. 
They forced wooden skewers through 
the Beshy parts of their breast and 

back and were then suspended by 
cords attached to these skewers Bach 
warrior would then struggle until his 


flesh broke away and he fell to the 
ground, 

A variation to suspension was the 
hanóng of heavy weights, such as 
buffalo skills, to the skewers. Tha 
dancers threw these around until thé 
Везв gave way .. and if the skew- 
ers were too deeply mserted, other 
warriors helped by clingmg to those 
suspended, or sitting on the buffalo 
skulls to give extra weight! 

All this was to ensure their future 
well-being and prosperity To-day we 
have no time for such barbarie and 
superstitious practices . . . instead 
we rely on the certainty of Life As- 
surance. And because of the healthy 
competition between our free and m- 
dependent Life Assurance Offices, 
more than three milion Australians 
enjoy maximum financial protection 
fors minimum outxy. And their sav- 
ings, invested m this sensible manner, 
not only protect themselves and ther 

dependents, they are wisely used to 
foster the growth of Australia throwh 
Government loans, advances to publie 
utilities, and the support of pastoral 
and industrial projects of value to the 
community. 


ADVT. 
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what Geisen did not that Vers- 
teegh knew of her affeir with young 
Kloos I knew too how dangerous it 
was. Versteceh owned Geisan. She 
was not only his wife, she was part 
of his sland and therefore his sole 
possession . he would never toler- 
ate amy interference with lus rule 
1 didn't like the situation, but 1 
couldn't see what Versteegb intended 
to do . . . he never altered his dis- 
tant courtesy to Kloos Опе might 
when he had fimshed dinner he said 
suddenly, ‘I'm damn tired of that silly 
superstition about бімпар І can’t 
zet any of the kuhs to work on that 
side of the concession Pm going up 
that mountain to see what I can find 
out to-morrow’ 


"The boy Kloos raised awed eyes, 
"You dare not, Mynheer Versteegh 


"Versteegh snapped then, ‘Tm not 
a verdommt native’ The boy flushed 
"No man has ever done 10°” 

Koster made rings on the table top 
with his glass, “I looked up at Ger- 
зап. Surely no woman would allow 
Versteegh .. . but she was looking 
at the boy, her long green eyes m- 
tense , pinpomied to his face She 
said that, of course, Versteerh could 
not go alone, he must take young 
Kloos. Then she got up from tho 
table end went out smiling. 

"I imd to stop both of them” go~ 
mg І could sce Kloos was seated, 
after all, he was part native and the 
story of Sirman was part of hs 
superstitious  mhentanee, but he 
would not give way to his fear in 
front of Versteegh . at was the 
same there also So they both went" 

The Dium around us ebbed and 
flowed on the hot moist ar, After 
а long mmute I said, “What hap- 
pened?” 

“Three days afterwards Versteegh 
returned. We could get very Tittle 
sense out of him вв to Ше where- 
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abouts of young Kloos; but eventually 
out of his delirmm and with the 
help «f Penghulu, who had ventured 
to go part of the wey with them , 

I got a sufficient idea of ther route 
to go and look ior Коов“ 

1 looked at the doctor with a new 
respect, "You went ... yourself?" Не 
spread his hands оп the table and 
studied them, shrugiang, "This also 
is my island . . + I was born here 

‚. and here I shall die,“ 

Farther up the mountam than any 
man nas ever gone, he found the 
stone temple that Verstecgh Вай 
babbled about. Xt was hollowed mto 
the side of the chf like an elaborate 
cave; its limestone pillars were 
worked with worn traceries symboh- 
cal of the elements over which the 
god Sman rules Inside was a vast 
drum hollowed from a mighty tree 
bole No one man could beat sucb 
а drum, Koster sad, but several men 
could. There was а kind of crane 
that lifted а flailing club and beat it, 
He also found the body of Kloos 
with the usual look of horror tm- 
printed on it 

“In the temple?" I asked, 

He had found the body in а small 
chamber hollowed directly above the 
drum, At first he thought that Klooe 
had died of hunger, but in the corner 
were still his water bottle and а pack 
contaimng food he and Versteegh had 
carried with them, 

“What killed him then?" I asked 
stuf with horror, remembermg the 
crazed expression on that other boy's 
face when we found his body That 
time too, there bad been no mark of 
violence . . no evidenca of poison 

- he too had been struck down 
by ка mmvisible weapon, 

“So often,‘ said Koster, “we do not 
believe ın a legend when all the ішпе 
it bolda truth like a cup... the 
Drum killed hum ss it killed all the 
others," 
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l shuddered, "You're not trying to 
tell ma that the evil spirit of that 
damned Dium claimed his body." 

"In a way . | . yes," he said, 

lt seemed to my straining ears that 
the Drum pulsed louder and louder 
in the room until the walls would 
burst apart, At last Koster folded lus 
Jong white hands 

“Think a httle, A stone sealed the 
entrance to that cave above the Drum 
For three days the boy heard nothing 
but its immense voice, for Sirman 
has been deaf for a thousand years 
(so the legend says) aud that 1s why 
he can mike such a great noise with 
his volcanoes and burrieanés , , and 
many of his close brotherhood also 
are deaf, they could not endure beat- 
ing that Drum otherwise." 

He stopped, and looked ағаш 
dresmily ш/о the darkness beyond 
me, “But Kloos was not deaf. the 
vibration in that small space must 
have been terrible." 

As the Drum split the hot air 
around us another grotesque thought 
struck me, ‘But how did Versteegh 
get away? If they were both im- 
prisoned by Sirinan's followers when 
they found the temple.” 

He ssd with a curiously flat voiea 
"The only thing Versteegh broughi 
back from that trip was a crowbar 
.» he has refused to be ра ted from 
it ever since” 

Then 1 understood. Verswegh, m 
Таз mad jealousy bad rolled tlie stone 
back, imprisoninr his wife's lover 
The followers of Sirinan had not been 
responsible for Kloos's death, Some 
ancestor of Versteegb must have 
known the seciet of the temple and 
passed ıt on, And each Versteegh 
had kept и. This was them island, 
115 secrets were theirs also, And a 
secret 15 power , , , and a weapon 
Versteech had known where he was 
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I said through dry lips, "Where 15 
Versteegh now?" 

Koster sighed, as if relaxed after 
a muhtmere, and at the same instant 
І realised that the Drum hed ceased 

He looked at Ша green derkness 
beyond my head, but suddenly his 
thin face changed аз if he had torn 
off а mask І looked down a ри and 
saw the man’s soul writhing there 
There was Inst m hus expression and 
а kind of self-loathing .. . and trl- 
шар, 

J turned my head and stared at the 
doorway. 

A thmg stood there, slim, tawny. 
with a stark black end gold dress 
and starmg green eyes m а dead 
white face І had а feeling that it 
had been standing there a long time. 
Suddenly Koster began to lauch thin- 
ly, and I knew suddenly that he too, 
the ascetic, had desired this woman 

I don't know what 1 expected her 
vore to Бе like, but when It came 
it was husky with a peculiar sîng 
song intonation, half Dutch, half 
Malayan, She smd, "Mynheer Vers- 
teegh got out this mornmg. When 
1 went to his room he had gone. His 
door was... open, ..1 thought he 
might have come Нетс.” 

Koster, still smiling with that mixed 
look of trrumph, reached forward and 
pulled up from her bodice а thm 
told cham. He snapped tt brutally 
with us Tong white hand and tossed 
the key it carried adly m bis palm 

“Fou will not need the key any 
more" he sad, “Versteegh is dead 
‚. the Drum has stopped bentmgt" 

He did not say 1t as И he were tell- 
ang her anything she didn't already 
know. 

І looked from one to the other, feel- 
mz the current flow between them, 
feclmg myself an outsider, watehing 
as an invisible foree filled the room 

Koster said) "Versteegh never re- 
gemed Ins sanity after he returned о 


month ago I had to keep him locked 
i hus room . . . partly for hus own 
‘protection — . no man Who has sten 
the Drum of Sman cen lva for 
Jong 1 was afraid that ın hts дейт- 
jum he would wander . . and now 
. .. Sirman has claimed him.” 

‘The woman's face was аз expres- 
sionless ns carved jade. 

"Tt was .. . careless of you to for- 
wet to lock the door, Geisan,” Koster 
sud, She did not answer. Her eyes 
did not move from his face. 

"You know,” he sed, peering down 
at me for the first time, “in the 
temple of Sirinan 15 a colossal stone 
statue, crumbling and moss-covered 
Have you noticed that it is never a 
woman who is the vieinn of Sirman? 
Do you know why that 57 It is « 
thing the legend never explained 
one of the secrets of the brotherhood. 
He Бегиш to laugh again crazily, "It ts 
because Sirman was 4 woman . . . 


“that stone statue is the form of a 


woman” 

For a long minute there was sflance 
The body of Gcisan tensed as if der- 
truction’ was about to annihilato us 
all, then her body relaxed. She was 
smiling into Koster's eyes as she 
said, “You know more than any man 
living.. now. . Mynheer Doctor." 

Then she turned very slowly with 
а kind of voluptuous grace and 
walked towards the door 

Suddenly 1 saw those three ешо- 
tions contend an hls thin face agam; 
then one of them obscured the others ` 
A wild excitement ht his pale eyes; 
he went past me as if Y mo longer 
existed for ether of them, Не fol- 
Jowed her out into the darkness. I let 
him go. He was the only white man 
Зула who had been to the temple of 
Sirman and I let hmm go out into 
the darkness . . , alone, 

After all . . . you cannot stand in 
the path of a hurricane. 
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пу of Ше Dragon 


++ + ta the sick man they aeemed to ease hls pain-racked body 


ТӨЕНЕ were only three of us on 


the club verandah that afternoon. 


There was Prudhomme, attmg with 
hands folded, зракши his well-fed 
face and repeatiny m а murm 
do nat thmk they're much good, 
an opmion which seemed to irk 
Unger 

Neither пег nor myself knew 
Prudhomme at all He had come up 
to Hong Kong from Sagon with his 
wife to spend the holiday, and he had 
been extended the courtesies of the 
club, He was expecting bis wife to 
join him апу minute. 

"No, he said asam, "I eannot say 
much for herbalists,” 


92 CAVALCADE June 1952 


Unger asked finally "Why not? 
What's wrong with ‘em?” 

Unger was a wide-belhed, balding 
man with ferret-quick eyes, He had 
been m the Orient longer than he 
had any right to be, and I knew 
that he was planning ta leave it soon. 
He had been a trader up in the 
north country 

“Herbalists,” Unger went on, "are 
sometimes a damn sight better than 
surgeons ” 

4 sour expression twisted Prud- 
homme’s dark features. “I cannot 
beleve that the laying on of hands 
and the yrindmg of dragon's teéth to 
powder can cure a person,” he said 
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“You don't?” Unger winked at me. 
He had brought up the subject when 
Prudhomme asked if witch doctors 
plied their trade іп the holiday par- 
ades “Ido Witch doctora there 
may be, I don't know. But herbalists 
there arc, I belisva in their methods.” 


Harry Unger pulled stubby fingers 
the length of hs jaw. "Pm what 
they call an old China hand, and { 
know. North of here, before the 
troubles, I wes combining business 
with pleasure one week, There 
was supposed to ba some fine white 
jade out in the hills west of Pelping, 
out Suiyuan way. I went out to 
track it down, and toted a shotgun 
and a 45-70 just in case some rood 
eatin’ rame came along, One wet 
afternoon I was lookm' to mase 
camp, my bearers and me. We hadn't 
found the jade, and I was feeling 
pretty miserable Then, towards twi- 
hight, we come out on the shoulder of 
а low mountain, and there below us, 
incbbe halfway down the side, was 
an old temple. It didn’t look to be 
occupied, so we went down and open- 
ed the gate. There wan't anyone im 
the bell tower; there wasn't even a 
bell, and I was turnin’ to my Num- 
ber One to tell him we could stay 
here, when a boy came out of the 
temple and crossed the courtyard Ha 
had western boots on, so I figured be 
belonged to a western mam. 

"He asked me m pretty good Eng- 
lish ıf I was a doctor, and in Chin- 
ese I toli hun no. Then he suid 
to come on anyway, to came inside,” 
Unger shrugeed and grmned and 
shrugged again “Inside, Iyin’ on a 
prayer mat, was a friend of mine. 
Sick, he'd been. Man called Flip. 
Ней flip you for anything. Hs wife 
was with him — but she was just 
lookin’ helpless and a little scared 
^. Tt was the same day as to-day, 
matter of fact The Day of the 
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Dragon, when you're supposed to even 
up social obligations and whatnot, 
Flip’s boy hghted a taper, and I could 
Бес all those empty wall niches where 
the idols had been, , . .” 

You could все the place as Unger 
talked—cold, stone walls rising to the 
damp gloom of the raftered ceiling; 
a mouldermr altar and decrepit 31de- 
stools for the priests, 

Fip was a small man with pain- 
shot eyes and a shrunken face rutted 
with the years, He was supposad to 
be a good hunter, a fie gude, ап 
excellent escort for European sports- 
men who hired him, But lying there 
he seemed to be more like a tired old 
man who was reaching the end of the 
toad. At least, thet's what Unger 
thought, and you couldn’t blame him, 

Не knelt by the blanket, "What: 
happened, Flip, old man? Lose 
another bet?” 

Flip would bet on anything, "Damn 
near, Harry. 1 had but one cus 
tomer this season, and he hurt him- 
self a while back and had to go 
down-country for a doctor. My other 
boy took him,” Flip let out his 
breath. — "So I thought Pd take it 
stow, see, and try to plug а acroll- 
horn buck Sell the head, see?” 

Rut even that hadn't worked out, 
sud on the long {гай east for home 
Flip had rotten cramps, bad clamps 
And on the second day, within sight 
of the empty temple, he'd doubled 
off his pony and Jam kicking in the 
nud His wife and the Number One 
had band-carried him in, leading the 
ponies, and there he’d remained for 
three дауа, 

"How is It now, Flip?” 

"Better Much better. I think I 
tan travel soon," 

“We must” His wife came out of 
the swaying shadows, "We've rot 
to ней out of this place" She fixed 
her great green eyes on Unger, "He's 
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had an attack of appendicitis, and he'll 
have another опе!” 

‘Unger hadn't noticed until then how 
lovely her face was. He had heard 
of her, but he had never seen her 
before, and now he looked at her and 
wes completely fascinated by her 
crapped, tawny hair and the polished 
skin that had the appearance of 
marble and would never, never, be- 
come ehipped or creased by weather 

Unser became conscious of the musk 
of pony droppings and the rancid 
scent of soiled flannel and the purple- 
rotten stench from the weather- 
hammered grave mounds beyond ihe 
compound, “What'd you do, Flip— 
freeze tha infection with cold mud, 
or something?” 

A gnarled thumb emerged from 
the blanket and jerked downwards 
"Old boy below. Down m the valley 
where the new temple ls Number 
One went down and brought hum up 
here, and I don't know just what he 
did, but he did it well.” 

"He tauched тн some, bere and 
there, and then he went away. That 
was a couple of days amo, and to- 
morrow, boy, Y travel.” 

‘Unget shrugged a shoulder, “Yoo 
had your customer wasn't here, ioo? 

"That poor man” Fhp's wife put 
the heels of her hands to her temples 
"Не was m such pain? 

Flip sniffed a few tunes "T've seen 
worse, Clumsy, he was, that’s all.” 

“Clumsy!” Those green eyes Jashed 
his face. “Hed had no experience” 
—she lowered her head agam. "Не 
was a—a gentleman.” 

Flips’ small sigh was barely audible. 
“Blew а coupla fingers off with а 
shotgun Well, he can spare’ em, «di 
the “money he’s got" 

It suddenly осештей to Unger that 
Flip's wife was ptanning a change, 
and that this wealthy gentleman- 
hunter was included in the plan 
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‘Through raised wrists she breathed 
"We've rot to move, To-morrow, in 
the morning—” 

Unger realised that she wanted to 
get down io the other patent, not 
stay with this ова 

Ено accepted a cigarette 

"ТИ make а bet, Harry.” he ex 
haled happily. — "One buck, Mex 
The last Гус mt іп the world How 
about it, Harry? ГП make with the 
symptoms when he gets here, and if 
he treats me, you рау. If he sees 
through the act, 1 pay.” 

Unger sade "You're on.” 

They had finished а cold supper of 
Tice and greens by the time the healer 
arrived and bent over Flip. 

Не hesitated, and then he stood 
up and turned away, Fhp tursed the 
blanket up and followed hum with 
Ins eyes "What stops you, old one?" 

That thin, ancient form faced 
around. "You да not suffer. Please 
do not send for me again unless you 
need me. It is a far way from the 
valley”? 

Unger waited until he was crossing 
the courtyard before he spoke. “Keep 
the Mex 1 don’t want It.” 

"Уой! take it" Flp’s grin was 
twisted, "What сап I do with one 
buek?* 

After a moment, Unger took it He 
offered cigarettes around The woman 
necepted one, touched it to в taper 

Unger was about to look to lus 
ponies when a short shriek sliced the 
silence. 

Flp was thrashmg his lees, biting 
the blanket, sobbmg. Suddenly he 
whipped to a sitting position and 
grabbed his up-drawn knees 

His face was blue-white and be 
could hardly talk, His words came 
in short outrushings of breath. "This 
-азе-гнай" 

Unger rose and gripped Number 
One’s shoulder and propelled him 
towards the courtyard. “Hurry! 


Kwaide-kwalde! Get hhu--tell him 
to fly!” 

The woman hurried after Number 
One *Wait—T'll hebt the way to the 
path!” 

Unger lifted hls drink and drank 
some Не switched his ferret-fast 
eyes from me to Prudhomme. 

"Well, man? For God's sake” 
Prudhomme's collar was wilting 
under his jowls His eyes were alert 
and demanding. 

Unger put down his glass, "The 
old boy never eame back from the 
valley. He understood, you see, that 
his patient was joking,” 

Down in the streets the parades 
were starting "Бо Бір died The 
old man could have alleviated the 
pein, reduced the infection, somehow 
—but he never came back. Number 
One saw Flip dle, and 11 never for- 
get that boy’s face as he watched the 
woman .. We buried Flip up there.” 

Prudhomme’s fist crashed on the 


metal table. "But why? Why did 
not this herbalist return?” 

Unger looked surprised, "Не was 
not told to return, Тһе woman 
caught up with Number One m the 
courtyard She gave hum some money 
and advised him {о inform the old 
man that this was Just another joke.” 

Prudhomme was absolutely colour- 
less Наз glazed eyes were fixed up- 
on someone coming onto the veran- 
dah from the gull. Unger noted the 
approach in a side-glance, fished ia 
a pocket and drew out a dented Mex 
dollar The figure left the shadow of 
the rmi and stepped into the sun- 
lighi, and sll of us could see the 
enger swmy and thrust of her thighs, 
the tawny hair tucked in curls 
under the white toque, and the flash- 
ing green eyes 

Prudhomme braced his hands їп 
front of hum, as xf to stop her, and 
1 noticed blue sear-tissue over tha 
stumps where two fingers had been 
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DESERTER'S FATE: 

It as a pity Hollywood bas not 
realised tha wealth of colourful, 
exeitine adventure in New Zealand's 
wild history, particularly the Maou 
Wars. However, CAVALCADE 15 
not so remiss—and we also have the 
writers to dig them out and do them 
justec. On page 4 this month, m 
"The Traitor Died m Honour” by 
Charles Ralph, you will nd а grip- 
Ping account of s little-known red- 
skm renegade, Kimble Bent. Yes, 
that's rizht, we said redstun, What 
he was доше in New Zealand, and 
why he walked out of a redeoat camp. 
io join the fanatical Hem Hans, are 
two queries you will be abla to 
answer for yourself after reading at 


WELL TO DIE: 

In "Tomb of Thousands" (page 12), 
Mane Healy has come up with what 
must be the daddy of ай han-kiri 
ceremonias, In eaves on the slopes 
of New Guinea's Mount Lunamen, 
towards the end of World War 11, 
several thousand Japs chose death at 
their own. hands rather than surres- 
dex She makes а ood job of: trying 
to picture for you the macabre scene 
in the echomg, dumly-ht rock fest- 
nessas as this mass suiade got under 
way 


INKY FINGERS: 

Despite what you see іп the movies, 
newspapermen аге not hard-talling, 
herd-drmking, hard-fighttng refugees 
from lunabe asylums, Generally, 
reporting is an ordinary, uneventful, 
watie-plugemg existence. If there is 
anything that makes it different 'o 
other forms of toil, it is the con- 
Slomeration of nitwits, minnies 
shrewdies and opportumsts with 
which the reporter comes m contact 
They are far more unusual and in- 
teıeslıng than he is. On pare 60, 
Сейле Mentiplay—a longtzme mem- 
ber of the Fourth Estate—sounds off 
about some of the fools and freaks 
he has been plagued with 


NEXT MONTH: 

We think you will find next month’ 
CAVALCADE as full of varied ізге 
ав ever. In “Carrie Carried a 
Hatchet” you will meet а fabulous old 
lady who wielded а hatchet for а 
strange new purpose Frank Browne 
tells of the awesome, nexve-racking 
existence of college football coaches 
in the States. For those with a psy- 
chological bent, we recommend "Fire 
bugs Are Sex Misfits.” In a strong 
fiction lme-up, look for “Guardians 
of the Way," a neat vimette by Paul 
Graham, and "A Flight to Honour," 
by popular Wa] Watkins. 
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